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All's well that ends well *. 

♦♦♦♦♦♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦4^4^^*^*444^*^*^ 



DRAMATIS PERSON iE. 



King of France. 

Duke of Florence. 

Bertram, Count of Rw/iUon. 

Lafeu, an old Lord. 

Parolles, a parajitical follovier of 
Bertram,* a coward ^ but vain, 
and a great pretender to vaUur. 

Several young French Lords, that 
Jerve -with Bertram in the Flo- 
rentine -war. 

Sieivard^ "Pfcrvants to the Count-' 

Clown, ^ efs of Koufillon. 



Count efi of Roufillon, mother to 

Bertram. 
Helena, daughter to Gerard dc 
Kar'ony a famous phyftcian^ 
fome time ftnce dead, 
j^n old widow of Florence, 
Diana, daughter to the wid w, 
V'iolenta, > ne'tghkws and fiends 
Mariana, 3 to the widow. 

Lords attendiJig on the Ki ng ; Of" 

ficers. Solders, &c. 



SCENE lies partly in France, and partly in Tufcany. 
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•ACT I. 



SCENE I. 



ne Countefs of Roujillon*! houfe in France, 

Enter BcTtTzm, the Countefs of Ko\x^\\ony Helena^ and 
Lafeu, aU in mourning. * 

Countefs. TT N di/Tevering my fon from me, I bury a fe- 
I cond huiband. 

X Ber. And I in going. Madam, weep 
o'er my father's death anew ; but I mu ft attend his 
Majefty's command, to whom I am now in ward, ever- 
more in fubjedion . ^ 

Laf You fhall fiud of the King a hufband. Madam ; 
you. Sir, a father. He that fo generally is at all times 
good, muft of neceflity hold his virtue to you; whofe 
wort^inefs would ftir it up where it wanted, rather thaa 
(lack it where there is fuch abundance. 

Count. What hope is there of his MaJTifty's amend- 
ment ? 

• The plot taken from Boccace, Decam. 3. Nov. 9. 
A 2 
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4 Airs nuell that ends luell. A6t i. 

La/, He hath abandoned his phyficians. Madam, 
under whofe pr apices he hath perfecuted time with 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the procefs, but 
•nly the lofing of hope by time. 

Count, This young gentlewoman had a father, (O, 
that had!\io\f fad a prefage 'tis !), whofe fldll was almoft 
as great as his honefty ; haJ'it ftretch'd fo far, it -would 
have made nature immortal, and death ftiould have 
play'd for lack of work. 'Would, for the King's fake, 
he were living ! I think it would be the death of the 
King's difeafe. 

Laf, How" caird you the man you fpeak of. Ma- 
dam ? 

Count, He was famous. Sir, in his profeffion, and it 
Was his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narbon, 

Laf, He was excellent, indeed. Madam % the King 
very lately fpoke of him admiringly, and mourningly : 
he was ikilful enough to have liv'd ftill, if knowledge 
could be fet up againft mortality. 

Ber, What is it, my good Lord^ the King laa- 
guifhes of? 

Laf, A fiftula, my Lord. 

if ^r. i heard not of it before. < 

Laf, I wou^ld it were not notorious. Was this gentle- 
woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count, His fole child, my Lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, that 
her education promifes her: difpofition Ihe inherits, 
Svhich makes fair gifts fairer; for where an iraclean 
mind carries virtuous qualities *, there commendations 
go with pity; they are virtues and traitors too : in her 
they are the better for her fimplenefs ; fhe derives her 
honefty, and atchieves her goodnefs. 

Laf, Your commendations, Madam, get from her 
tears. 

Count, *Tis the beft brine a maiden can feafon her 
praife in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
takes all liveUhood from her cheek. No more of this, 

* By virtuous qualities here arc not meant thofe of a moral 
kiud, but fuch as are. acquired by crutUtion and good breedings 
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Helena; go to, no more; left it be rather thought you 
ajffe<5t a forrow, than to have it. 

Hel. I do aflFed a forrow, indeed, but I have it 
too. 

Laf, Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
cxceffive grief the enemy to" the'living. 

Count, If the living be not enemy to the grief, the 
excefs makes it foon mortal. 

Ber, Madam, I defire your holy wiflies. 

Laf, How uodeiftand we that ? 

Count, Be thou blefs'd, Bertram, and fucceed, thy 
father 
In manners as in (hape 1 thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee,, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birthright ! Love all, truft a few. 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, th^n ufe ; and keep thy friend 
Under thj^own life's key : be checked for filence. 
But never tax'd for fpeech. What heav'n more will. 
That thee may furnilh, and my prayers pluck down. 
Fall on thy head ! farewel, my Lord ; 
'Tis an unfeafon'd courtier, good my Lord, 
Advife him. 

Laf. He cannot want the beft. 
That fhall attend his love. 

Count, Heav-n blefs himl Farewel, Bertram. 

\^Exit Counfefs, 

Ber, [To Hel.] The beft wiAes that can be forg'd 
in your thoughts, be fervants to you I Be comfortable 
to my mother your miftrefs, and make much of her. 

Laf Farewel, pretty Lady, you muft hold the cr^i- 
dit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram ^«//Lafey. 

SCENE IL 

Hel, Oh, were that all I 1 think not on my fa- 
ther ; 
And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than thofe I (bed for him. What was he like? 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram's, 
I am undone ; there is no living* none, 
If Bertram be away. It were all one, 
A 3 
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6 j4ll's <weU that ends nvelL A<51 I. 

That I (Kould love a bright particular ftar. 

And think to wed it ; he is (6 above me : 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere. 

Th* ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf; 

The hind that would be mated bj*^ the lion, 

^Muft die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague. 

To fee him e^^iy4»yr ; to fit, and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls. 

In our heart's table ; heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his fweet favour I 

But now he 's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Muft fandify his relics. Who comes here ? 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him : I love him for his fake, 
** And yet I know him a notorious lyar; * 

•* Think him a great way fool, folely a coward; 
** Yet thefe fix'd evils fit fo fit in him, 
** That they take place, when Virtue*s fteely bones 
** Look bleak in the cold wind;'! full oft we fee 
Cold*^Wiftlom waiting on fuperfluous Folly. 

SCENE III. 

Par, Save you, fair Queep. 

He/, And you, Monarch. 

Par, No. 

Hei, And no. 

Par, Are you meditating on virginity ^ 

Hei, Ay; you have fome ftain f of foldier In yoH ; 
let me alk you a queftion. Man is. enemy to virginity, 
how may we barricado it againft him ? 

Par, Keep him out. 

Hei, But he a/Tails ; and our virginity, though vali- 
ant, in the defence yet is weak: unfold to ^us fome 
warlike refiftance. 

Par, There is none: man, fetting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up.. 

Jfei, Blefs our poor virginity from underminers and 

♦ Cold for naked ; as fu^erjhious for over-chth' d, 
\ Stain for colour. 
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blowers up ! Is there no military poKqr how 

rirgias might blow up men ? 

Par, Virginity being blown down, man will quick- 
lier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down again, 
with the breach yourfelves made, you lofe your city. 
It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to pre- 
ferve virginity, Lofs of virginity is rational increafe 5 
and there was never virgin gor^ UW^tlrginity was firft 
loft. That you were made of, is metal to make virgins. 
Virginity, by being once loft, may be tenjtimes found; 
by 'being ever kept, it is ever loft ; it is too cold a 
companion : away with 't. 

Hel. I will ftand for *t a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin. 

Par. There 's little can be faid in 't ; 'tis againft thft 
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, h 
to accufe your mother ; which is moft infallible disobe- 
dience. As he that hangs himfelf, fo is a virgin : 

* Virginity murthers itfelf, and fhould be buried in high- 

* ways out of all fanJlified limit, as a defperate ofFen- 

* drefs againft nature. Virginity breeds mites, much 

* like a cheefe ; confumes itlelf to the very paring, and 

* fo dies with feeding its own ftomach. Befides, vir- 

* ginity is peevifh, proud, idle, made of felf-love; 

* which is the moft prohibited fin in the canon. Keep 

* it not, you cannot chufe but lofe by 't. Out with 't ; 

* within ten years it will jnake itfelf two, which is a 

* goodly increafe, and the principal itfelf not much the 

* worfe. Away with *t. 

Hel. How might one do. Sir, to lofe it to her ow« 
liking ? 

Par. Let me fee. Marry, ill, to like Jiim that ne'er 
it ^ikes. 'Tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with ly- 
ing. The longer kept, the lefs worth ; off with 't while 
'tis vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, 
like an old courtier, wears her cap out of fafhion; 
richly futed, but unfutable : juft like the brooch and 
the tooth-pick, which we wear not now. Your date is 
better in your pye and your porridge, than in your 
cheek ; and your virginity, your old virginity, is like 
one of our French withered pears \ it looks ill, it eats 
drily ; marry, 'tis a withered pear : it was formerly bet- 

w 
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^r; marry, yet. 'tis a wither'd pear. Will you anjr 
thing with it ? 

HeL Not ray virginity yet. 
There (hall your matter have a thoufand loves, 
A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend * ; , 

I know not what he (hall- God fend him well ! — 

The court's a learning place and he is, one 

Par. What one, i' faith ? 

HeL That I wi(h well 'tis pity 

Par, What's pity? 

HeL That wifhing well had not a body in 't 
Which might be felt; that we the poorer born, 
Whofe bafer ftars do (hut us up in wishes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends : 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which never 
Returns us thanks. . ^ 

Enter Page, 

Page, Monfieur Parolles, 
My Lord calls for you. [£x/V Page, 

Par, Little Helen, farewel ; if I can i;emember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

HeL Moufieur Parolles, you were born under a cha- 
ritable ftar. 

Par. Under Mars, L 

HeL I efpecially think under Mars. - 

Par, Why under Mars ? 

HeL The wars have kept you fo under, that yon 
muft needs be born under Mars. 

Par, When he Vas predominant. 

HeL When he was retrograde, I think rather. 

Paf^ Why think you fo ? 

HeL You go fo much backward, when you fight. 



-and a friend, 



A phoenix, capiairi, and an enemy ; 
A guide, agoddefs, smd a iovereign ; 
A counfeilor, a traitrefs, and a dear : 
His humble ambition, proud humility ; 
His jarring concord ; and his difcord dulcet; 
Bis faith, his fweet difarter; with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptions Chriftendoms, 
That blinking Cupid goflips. Now fliall he— 
, 2 know not, %'C^ 
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Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, wh^n fear propofes fafety : 
but the compofition, that your valour and fear make's isf 
you, is a virtue of a good ming; and I like the wear 
well. 

Par, I am fo full of buCnefles, as I cannot anfwer 
thee acutely : I will return peifedt courtier ; in the 
vdiich, my inftrudtion ihall ferve to naturalize thee, fo 
thou wilt be capable of courtier's counfel, and under- 
Hand what advice fliall thruil upon thee ; elfe thou dieil; 
in thine unthankfulnefs, and thine ignorance makes 
thee away : farewel. When thou haft leifure^ fay thy 
prayers ; when thou haft none, remember thy friends ; 
get thee a good hufband, and ufe him as he ufes thee : 
fo farewel. \^Exit. 

S C E N E IV. 

Hel, Our remedies 6ft in ourfelves do lie. 
Which we afcribe to Heav'n. The fated flcy 
Gives us free fcope ; only doth backward pull 
Our flow defigns, when we ourfelves are dull. 
What power is it which mounts my love fo high. 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye I 
The mightieft fpace in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kifs like native things. 
Impoffible be ftrange attempts to thofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe ; and do fuppoft. 
What hath been, cannot be. Whoever ftrove 
To fliew her merit, that did raifs, her love ? 

The King's difeafe my projed may deceive me. 

Cut my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [^x/V» 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the court of Fronce. 

Flour ijh cornets. Enter the King of France nvtth let* 
terf, and divers attendants. 

Kin£. The Florentines and Senoys are by t}i*cars j 
Have fought with equal fortune,, and continue 
A braving war. 

J Lord* So 'tis reported, Sir. 
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King. Nay, 'tis' moll credible ; we here receive it, 
A certainty vouch 'd from our coufin Auftria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy aid ; wherein our deareft friend 
Prejudicates the bufinefs, aqd would feem 
To have us make denial. " 

1 Lord^ His Love and wifdom. 
Approved fo to your Majefty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

King, He hath arm'd our anfwer ; 
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes : 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave 
To ftand on either part. 
• 2 Lordy It may well fervfe 
A nurfery to. our gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. ^ 

King, What 's he comes here ? 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and ParoJles. 

I Lord, It Is the Count RouGUon, my good Lordy 
Young Bertram. 

King, Youth, thou bear'A thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte, 
Hath well compos'd,thee. Thy father's moral parts 
May 'ft thou inherit too 1 Welcome to Paris. 

Ber, My thanks and duty are your Majefty's. 

King, I would I had that corporal foundnefs now. 
As when thy father and myfelf in friendftiip 
Firft try'd our foldierfhip : he did look far 
Into the fervice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the bray 'ft. He lafted long; 
But on us both did haggiih age iteal on, . 
And wore us out of adt. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father ; in his youth 
.He had the wit which. I can well obferve 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jeft. 
Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted. 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitternefs 
Were in hira \ pride or fharpnefs, if there were, 
Hi$ e^ual had awak'd thera j and his honour, 
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Clock to* itfelf, knew the true minute when 

Exceptions bid him fpeak; and at that time 

His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him 

He us'd as creatures of another place. 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks ; 

Making them proud ; and his humility. 

In their poor praife, he humbled. Such a man 

Might be a copy to thefe younger times ; 

Which, followed well, would now demonftrate them 

But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance. Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph. 
As in your royal fpeech. 

^//r^. Would I were with him ! he would always fay, 
(Metbinks I hear him now ; his plaufivc words 
He fcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there, and to bear), Let me not live — •— i 
(Thus bis good melancholy oft began. 
On the cataftrophe and heel of paflime, 
WJien it was out), let me not live (quoth he) 
After my flame lacks oil ; to be the fnuiF 
Of younger fpirits, whofe.apprehcnfive fenfes 
All but new things difdain ; whofe judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whofe conftancies 

Expire before their falhions : ■ — this he wiih'd. 

I, after him, do after him wifh too 
(Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home) 
I quickly were diflblved from my hive, < 
To give fome labourer room. 

2 Lord. You *re loved, Sir ; 
They that leaft lend it you, fhall lack you firft. 

A7»^. I fill a place, I know *t. How long is 't, Coufit; 
Since the phyfician at your father's died ? 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber, Some^fix months fince, my Lord. 
King. If he were living, I would try him yet ;-— 
Lend me an arm ;— — -the reft have worn me out 
With fcvcral applications • nature and ficktiefs 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, Count, 
My fon's no dearer. 

3^. TWakydur^Majefty, \Tl9urtJh. ExetMt 
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SCENE VI. Changes to the Countefs's at Rouftllon . 

Enter Count efsi Stenvard, and Clonyjn, 

Count, I will now hear; what fay you of this gen- 
tlewoman ? 

Ste*w, Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content, I wifh might be found in the calendar of my 
pafl endeavours ; for then we wound our modefty, and 
make foul the clearnefs of our defervings, when of our- 
felves we publifh them. 

Count, What does this knave here ? get you gone» 
firrah t the complaints I have heard of you, I do not 
all believe; 'tis my flownefs that, I do not; for I 
know you lack not folly to commit them, and have abi- 
lity enough to make fuch knaveries yare. 

Clo, 'Tis not unknown to you. Madam, I am a poor 
fellow. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Clo, No, Madam ; 'tis not fo well that I am poor, 
tho' many of the rich are damn'd ; but if I have youf 
Ladylhip's good-will to go to the world, Ifbcl the wo- 
man and I will dp as we may. 

Count ,^ Wilt thou needs be a. beggar ? 

Clo, I do beg your good-will in this cafe. 

Count, In what cafe f 

Clo, In IfbePs cafe, and mine own ; fervice is no he- 
ritage, and I think I fhall never have the bleffing of 
God, till I have iffue of my body ; for they fay, beams 
are bleffings. 

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body. Madam, requires it. I am dri- 
ren on by the flefh ; and he muft needs go that the 
devil drives. 

Count, Is this all your Worship's reafon ? 

Clo. 'Faith, Madam, I have other holy reafons, fuch 
as they are. 

Count, May the world know them<? 

Clo, I have been. Madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and all flefh and blood are; and, indeed, I d» 
marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage fooner than thy wickednefs* 
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Clo. I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
friends for my wife's fake. 

Count, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. y are {hallow. Madam, in great friends ; for 
the knaves come to do that for me, which I am weary 
of. He that ears my land, fpares my team, and givt» . 
me leave to inne the crop. If I be his cuckold, he's 
ray drudge. He that comforts my wife, is the cherifhtr 
of my flefh and blood; he that cherifhcch my fijih and. 
blood, loves my flefli and blood; he that loves my flclli 
and blood, is my friend : ergOy he that kiir.-.s my wife, is 
my friend. If men could be coatenred to be what th^y 
are, there were no fear in marriage : for young Chap- 
bon the Puritan, and eld Poyfoa the Papift, huwroe'cr 
their hearts are fever'd in religion, their heads are both 
one; they may joul horns together, like any deer i' tli' 
herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth 'd and ca- 
lumnious knave ? 

Clo. A prophet, I, Madam ; and I fpeak the truth 
the next way, 
*' For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 

«' fliallfind; 
** Your marriage corned by deftiny, your cuckow fings 
*' by kind. 

Count, Get you gone. Sir, I'll talk with you more 
ajion. 

Ste^M. May it pleafe you. Madam, that he bid He- 
len come to you ; of her I am to Ipeak. 

Count, Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak 
with her; Helen I mean. . 

Clo, Was this fair face the caufe,' quoth ihe, 

ISinglng. 
** Why the Grecians facked Troy ? 
** Fond done, fond done ; for Paris, he, 
** Was tliis King Priam's joy. 
" With that fhe fighed as fhe ilood, 
«* And gave this fentence then ; 
*« Among nine bad if one be good, 
** There's yet one good in ten. 

Count, What, one good in ten? You corrupt the 
fong, firrah. 
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Clo, One good woman in ten. Madam, which is a 
urifying o" th' fong : 'would God would ferve the world 
'o all the year ! we*d find no fault with the tithe-woman, 
if I were the parfon. One in ten, quoth a' ! an we might 
have a good woman born but €very blazing ftar, or at 
an earthquake, 'twould mend the lottery well ; a man 
may draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 

Count, You'll begone. Sir Knave, and do as I com- 
mand you ? 

Clo, That man that fhould be at a woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done I tho' honefty be no Pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the furplice 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart. I am 
going, fbrfooth, the buCneis is for Helen to come hi- 
ther. [£x/V, 

Count, Well, now. 

Stenu, I know, Madam, you love your gentlewoman 
entirely. 

Count, 'Faith, \ do ; her father bequeath 'd her to me ; 
and (he herfelf, without other advantages, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as Ihe finds : there is more 
owing her than is paid, and more fhall be paid her- 
than (he'll demand. 

Steiv, Madam, I was very late more near her than 
I think fhe wifh'd me ; alone fhe was, and did commu- 
nicate to herfelf her own words to her own ears ; fhe 
thought, I dare vow for her, they touch 'd not anyilranger 
fenfe. Her matter was, fhe lov'd your fon : Fortune, 
fhe faid, was no.goddefs, that had put fuch difference 
betwixt their two eflates ; Love, no god, that would 
not extend his might, only where qualities were level ; 
Diana, no queen of virgins, that would fuflFer her poor 
knight to be furpris'd without refcue in the firfl afTault, 
or ranfom afterward. This fhe deliver 'd in the moft 
bitter touch of fbrrow that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim 
in ; which I held it my duty fpeedily to acquaint you 
withal ; fithence, in the lofs that may happen, it con- 
cerns you fomething to know it. 

Count. You have difcharg'd this honcflly, keep it to 
yourfelf: many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung To tottering in the balance, that I could 
iKi her believe nor mirdQubt.* Pi ay ycu, leave me;* 
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ftall this in your bofora, and I thank you for your ho- 
keft care ; I will fpeak with you further anon. 

{^Exit Steward. 

' SCENE VII. Enter Helena. 

Count. Ev'n fo it was with me when I was young ; 
If we are nature's, thefe areours : this thoro 
Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ; 
It is the fliow and feal of nature's truth. 
Where love's ftrong paiEon is inipTefs'd in youth ; 
By our remembrances of days foregone. 
Such were our faults; 1 then we thought them non^.> 
Her eye is fick on't ; I obferve her now. . 

HeL What is your pleafure. Madam ? 

Count. Helen, you know I am a mother to you. 

HeL Mine honourable Miftrefs. 

Count, Nay, a mother. 
Why not a mother ? when I faid a mother, ' 
Methought you faw a ferpent ; what's in mother^ 
That you ftart at it ? I fay, I'm your mother ; 
And put you in the catalogue of thofe. 
That were enwombed mine ; 'tis often -feen. 
Adoption ftrives with nature ; andjchoke breeds 
A native flip to us from foreign feeds. 
You ite'er opprefs'd me with a mother's groan. 
Yet I exprefs to. you a mother's care. 
God's mercy ! maiden, do's it curd thy blood. 
To fay, I am thy mother I what's the matter. 
That this diftemper'd meflenger of wet. 
The many-colour'd Iris, round thine eyes ? 
Why, — tha^t you are my daughter ? - . 

HeL That I am not. 

Count, I fay I am your mother. 

HeL Pardon, Madam. 
The Count Jloufillon cannot be my brother ; 
I am from humble, he from honour'd name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble. 
My mafter, my dear lord he is ; and I 
His fcrvant live, and will his vaflal die : 
He muft not be my brother .- 
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If el. You are my mother. Madam ; would you were 
(So that my Lord, your fon, were not ray brothet) * 

Indeed my mother ! or were you both our mothers, ^ 

(I can no more fear than I do fear heav*n), 

St> I were not his fifler : can't no other, 

But I your daughter, he muft be my brother ? : — 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in- 
law; 
God fhield you mean \X, not, daughter and mother 
So ftrlve upon your pulfe. What ! pale again ? 

My fear hath catch *d your fondnefs. Now I fee 

The myftery of your lonelinefs, and find 

Your fait tears' head ; now to all fenfe 'tis grofs. 

You love my fon ; invention is afhara*d, 

Againft the proclamation of thy paffion. 

To* fay thou doft not ; therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then 'tis fo. For, look, thy cheefct 

Confefs it one^to th' other ; and thine eyes 

See it fo grofsly fhown in thy behaviour, 

That in their kind they fpeak it : only fin 

And hellifh obftinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth ftiould be fufpefted ; fpeak, is 't fo f 

If it be fo, you've wound a goodly clew : • 

If it be not, forfwear 't ; howc'er, I charge thce, 

As heav'n fhali work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. > ' 

Mel, Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count, Do you love my fon ? 

Hel. Your pardon, noble Miftrefs. 

Count. Love you my fon ? 

Hel. Do fiOt you love him. Madam ? 

Cou?it. Go not about J my love hath in *t a bond. 
Whereof the world takes note: come, come, difclofc 
The ftate of your affeAion ; for your paffions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then, I confefs. 
Fere on my knee, before high heav'ns and yott. 
That before you, and next unto high lfeav'n> 
I love your fon. 

^ry friends wete poor, but honeft \ fo 's my^Iove. 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him. 
That he is lov'd of me j I follow him not 
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By any token of prefumptuous fuit : 

Nor would I have him, till I dodeferve him; 

Yet never know, how that defert ihall be. 

I know I love in vain, ftrive againft hope ; 

Yet, in this captious ^andintenible (ieve, 

I ftill pour in the waters of my love, 

And lack not to lofe ftUl : thus, Indian-like, 

Religious in mine error, I adore 

The fun that looks upon his worihipper. 

But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam> 

Let not your hate encounter with my love, 

For loving where you do ; but if yourfelf, 

Whpfe aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 

Did ever in fo true a flame, of liking 

Wifh chaftly, arid love dearly, that your Diaa ~ 

Was both herfelf and love ; O then give pity • 

•To her, whofe ilate is fuch, that cannot cbufe 

"But lend, and give, where flie is fure to lofe ; 

That feeks not to find that which fearch implies ; 

But, riddle-like, lives fweetly where fhe dies. 

i^ount. Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly. 
To go to Paris ? 

Ife/. Madam, I had. 

Count > Wherefore I tell true. 

Hel, I will tell truth ; by grace itfelf, I fwear. 
You know, my father left me fome prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effefts ; fuch as his reading 
And manifeft experience had colle(5led 
For general fovVeignty ; and that he wilPd me. 
In heedfuirft refervation to bellow them. 
As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were. 
More than they were in note : amongft the reft. 
There is a remedy, approved, fet down, 
To cure the defperate languifhings whereof 
The King is render'd loft. - 

Count, This was your motive for Paris, was it, fpeak ? 

Hel, My Lord your fon made me to think of this ; ' 
Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converfation of my thoughts 
Haply been abfent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 
If you ihould tender your fuppofed aidr 

B3 - ' 
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He would receive it ? He and his phyficians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him ; 
They, that they canndt help. How ftiall they credit. 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools, 
EmbowelI'd of their dodrine, have left off 
The danger to it'felf ? 

If el. There's fomething hints 
More than my father's fldll, (which was the great'ft 
Of his profeffion), that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be fandtified 

By th' luckieft ftars in heav'n •, and, would your Honour 
But give me leave to try fuccefs, Fd venture 
The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's cure. 
By fuch a day and hour. 

Count, Doft thou believe *t ? 

//<?/. Ay, Madkm, knowingly. 

Count, Why, Helen, thou fhalt have my leave aad 

love ; N 

Means and attendants j and my loving greetings 
To thofe of mine in court. Ill ftay at home. 
And pray God's bleiEng into thy attempt : ^ 
Begone, to-morrow ; and be fure of this. 
What I can help thee to, thou -fh^ not niifs. 

\Exsunf^ 

A C T il. S C E N E L 

I'he court of France. 

Enter tie King, ivith divert young Lords taking leave Jot 
the Florentine 'war ^ Bertram ^«^Parolles. Flour ijb 
cornets* 

King.T? Artwfi, young Lords : thcfe warlike priOr 

P ciple5 

Do not throw from you : yon, my Lords, farewcl ; 
Share the advice betwixt ypu. If both' gain. 
The gift doth ftretch itfelf as *tis leceiv'd,. 
And is enough for both, 

X Lord. 'TIS our hope. Sir, 
After well-enter'd foldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 

King. No, noi h cannot be; and yet my heart 
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Will not confefs it owns the malady 

That doth my Hfe befiege : farewel, young Lords; 

Whether I live or die, be you the Tons 

Of worthy Frenchmen ; let Higher Italy * 

(Thofe 'bated that inherit but the fall 

Of the laft monarchy f ) fee, that you come 

Not to woo Honour, but to wed it ; when ^ 

The braveft queftant (hrinks, find what you feek, 

That fame may cry you loud : I fay, farewel. 

2 Lord. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty I 

King, Thofe girls of Italy, — take heed of them ; 
They fay, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand : beware of being captives. 
Before you ferve. 

Botl^. Oi^r hearts receive your warnings. 

King, Farewel. Come hitherto me. To attendants^ 

lExit. 

1 Lord. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will ftay be- 

hind us ! 

Par. Tis not his fault ; the fpark 

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars. 

Par. Moft admirable ; I have feen thofe wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with^ 
Too young, and the next year, and'/// too early, — 

Par. An thy mind ftand to it, boy, fteal awaif 
bravely. 

Ber. Shall I ftay here the forehorfe to a fmock, 

• The ancient geographers have dlv^iJed Italy into the Higheran j 
the Lower, the Appcnnine hills being a kind of natural line of parti- 
tion. The fide next the Adriatic was denominated the Higher lialy, 
and the other Hde the Lower. And the two Teas followed the fame 
terms of diftinftion; the Adriatic being called the Upper fea^ and the 
Tyrrhene or Tufcan the Lower. Now, the Sennones or Senois, 
with whom the Florentines are here fuppofed to be at war, inhabited 
the Higher Italy, their chief town being Arminiun, now called Ri~ 
Wttnty upon the Adriatic. 

f luly, at the time of this fcene, was under three very different 
tenures. The £mperor, as facceilor of the Roman Emperors, had 
one part ; the Pope, by a pretended donation from Conflamine. aa^ 
other; and the third was compofed of free (lates. Now, by the laji 
monarchy is meant the Roman, the laft of the four general mo- 
narchies. ■ Upon the f^U of this monarchy^ in the icramble, feveral 
cities fet up for themfelvcs and became free ftates ; xxow, thcfc mj|^)lt 
be ikid properly to itiberit the fall of the monarch j» 
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Creeking my (hoes on the plain mafonry, 

Till Honour be bought up, and no fword worn 

But one to dance with ? By heav'n I'll fteal away. 

1 Lord, There's honour in the theft. 
Par, Commit it. Count. 

2 Lord, I am your accefTary, and fo farewel. 

Ber, I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 
body. 

1 Lord, Farewel, Captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolles ! — 

Par, Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin ; 
good fparks and luftrous. A word, good metals. Yoti 
fhall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one Captain 
Spurio with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
his finifter cheek ; it was this very fword intrenched it ; 
fay to him, I live, and obferve his reports of me. 

2 Lord, We (hall, noble Captain* 

Par, Mars doat on you for his novices ? what will 
ye do ? 

Ber. Stay; the. King * {^Exeunt Lords. 

Par. Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the Noble 
Lords, you have reftrain'd yourfelf within the lift of 
too cold an adieu ; be more exprellive to them, for tliey 
wear themfelves in the cap of the time, there to mufter 
true gate, eat, fpeak, and move under the influence 
of the moft received ftar : and tho' the devil lead the 
meafurej fuch are to be followed : after them, and take 
,a more dilated farewel. 

Ber. And I will do fo. 

Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft finewy 
fword-men, [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Enter the K'tngy and Lafeu. 

Laf, Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my tidings. 

King, ril fee thee to ftand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man ftands that hath bought his 
pardon. 
I would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to aik me mercy ; 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. 

King, I would I had ; fo I had broke thy pate. 
And a&'d thee mercy for 't. 
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Laf. Goodfaith, acrofs i- but, my good Lord, 'tii 

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? [thus ; 

King, No. 

Ltf/l O, will you cat no grapes, my Royal fox I 
Yes ; but you will, an if 

My Royal fox could reach them : I have feen a MeJi' 
That's able to breathe life into a ftone ; {cine *, 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 
With fprightly fire and motion ; whofe fimple touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pepin, nay. 
To give great Charlemain a pea in's hand. 
And write to her a love-line. 

King, What her is this I 

Laf. Why, dodor-fhe : my Lord, there's one arrit'^j^ 
If you will fee her. Now, by my faith anihofloufi 
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke 
With one, that in her fex, her years, profeiCon f « 
Wifdom, andconftancy, hath amazed roe more- 
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee heft • 
For that is her demand, and know her baCneft i 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King, Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine. 
By wondering how thou topk'ft it. 

Laf, Nay, PU fit you. 
And not be all day neither. {Exit LafetU 

King, Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf, ^Returns,'] Nay, corae your ways. 

• ^ . . {Bringing in Yitlsm^ 

King, This hafte hath wings indeed. 

Laf, Nay, come your ways. 
This is his majefty^ fay your mipd to him ; 
A traitor you do look like ; but inch traitors 
His Majefty feldom fears ; Pm Creilid's uncle, 
That daie leave two together : fare you well. {^Exit, 

• Medicine is here put for ^Jhe-phyfician* 

f By profejfton is meant her declaration of the end and purpofe of 
her coming. 
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SCENE III. 

King. Now, fair one, do's your bufinefs follow us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good Lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, 
In what he did profefs, well found. 

King. I knew him. ■ : 

Hel, The rather will I fpare ray praifc toward him ; 
Knowing him, is enough : oh's bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one. 
Which as thedeareft i/Tue of his pracHce, 
And of his old experience th' only darling. 
He bade me ftore up^ as a triple eye. 
tSafer than mine own two : more dear I have fo ; 
And hearing your high Majcfty is touch 'd 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift ftands chief in pbwer# 
I come to tender it, and my appliance* 
With airboundhumblenefs, 

King, We thank you, maiden ; ' 

But may not be fo credulous of cure, 
When our moft learned dolors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded. 
That labouring art can never ranfom nature 
From her unaidable eftate : we muft not 
So ftain our judgment^, or corrupt our hope* 
To proftitute our pail-cure malady 
•To empirics ; or to diffever fo 
Our great felf and our ctedh, to efteem 
A fenfelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem. ~ 

Hel, My duty then Ihall pay me for my pains ; 
I will no more inforce mine office on you ; 
Humbly in treating from your royal thoughts 
A modeft one to bear me back again. 

King. I cannot give thee lefs, to be call'd grateful ; 
Thou thought'ft to help me, and fuch thanks I give, • 
As one near death to thofe that wilh him live ; 
But what at full I knbw, thou know'fl no part ; 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to tryv 
Since you fet up your reft 'gainft remedy. 
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He that of greateft works is finilher. 

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment fhown, 

"When Judges have been babes ; great floods have flown 

From hmple fources ; and great feas have dry'd. 

When mir'clgs have by th* greateft been dcny'd. 

Oft expeftation faih, and moft oft there 

Where moft it promifes : and oft it hits 

Where hope is cokleft, and defpair moft fits. 

King. I muft not hear thee; fare thee well, kind- 
Thy pains, not us'd, muft by thyfelf be paid : [maid ; 
Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

He/, Infpircd merit fo by breath is barr'd. 
It is not fo with him that all things knows, 
As ''tis with us, that fquare our guefs by ihows : 
But moft it is prefumption in us, when 
The help of Heav'n we count the a<ft of men. 
Dear Sir, to my endeavours'give confent. 
Of Heav'n, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impoftor, that proclaim 
Myfelf againft the level of mine aim ; 
But know I think, and think I know moft fure. 
My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure. 

King. Art thou fo confident ? Vithin what fpace 
Hop 'ft thou my cure ? 

HeL The greateft grace lending grace. 
Ere twice the horfes of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring; 
Ere twice in mark and occidental damp 
Moift Hefperus hath quench'd his fleepy lamp ; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's gisifs 
Hath told the thievifh minutes how they pafs ; 
What is infirm from your found parts fhall fly. 
Health ftiall live free, and ficknefs freely die, 

King^ Upon thy certainty and confidence. 
What dar'ft thou venture \ 

HeL Tax of impudence, 
A ftrumpet's boldnefs,- a divulged fliame, 
Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwife, no worfe of worft extended ; 
With vileft torture l^t my life be ended, • 
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King. Methinks, in thee fome bleffed fpirit doth fpeak : 
His power full founds within an organ weak ; 
And what impoffibility would flay 
In common fenfe, fenfe faves another way. 
Thy life is dear ; for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath cftimate : 
Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happinefs and prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate. 
Sweet pradlifer, thy phyfic I will try ; 
That miuifters thine own death, if I die. 

HeL If I .break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well defefv'd ! Not helping, death's my fee ; 
But if I help, what do you promife me ? 

King, Make thy demand. 

ffeL But will you make it^ven ? ^ 

King, Ay, by ray fceptre, and my hopes of hcav'n. 

Hei. Then fhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand. 
What hufband in thy ppwer I will command. 
Exempted be from me the arrogance - 
To chufe from forth the Royal blood of France ; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch Or irapage of thy Itate : 
But fuch a one thy vaflal, whom I know 
Is free for me to alk, thee to beftow. 

King, Here is my hand, the premifles obferv'd. 
Thy will by my performance fhall be ferv'd : 
So, makethechoiceof thine own time; fori. 
Thy refolv'd patient, on thee ftill rely. 
More fhould I queftion thee, and more I muit ; 
(Though more to know, could not be more to truil) : 
From wJience thou cam'ft, how tended on, — ^but left 
Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubt^ bleft. 
Give me fome help here, hoa 1 if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. Changes to Roufilhn^ 
Enter Countejs and Clonvn, 

'Count, Come ofi. Sir ; I fhall now put you to thef 
lidght of your breeding. 

Clo. I will fliewn\yfelf highly fed, and lou'ly taught ; 
I know my bufinefs is but to the court. 

Count, But to the court ? why, what place make yon 
fpecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt; but 
to the court \ 

Ch, Truly, Madam, if God .have lent -a man any 
manners, he may eafily put it off at court : he that can- 
not make a leg, put off 's cap, kifs his hand, and fay 
uothlng, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and in- 
deed fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the 
court : but for me, I have an anfwer will ferve all mea. 

Count. Marry, that 's a bt^ntifal anfwer tliat fits all 
^ueflions. 

Clo, It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks; 
the pin-buttock, the <juatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, 
oi any buttock. 

Count, Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ? . 

Clo, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor- 
ney, as your French crown for "your taffaty punk, ' a« 
Tib's ru(h for Tom*s fore-finger, as a pancake for 
"Shrove-Tuefday, a morris for May-day, as the riail to 
liis hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a fcolding queaa 
to a wrangling knave, *as the nun's lip to the friar'g 
mouth, nay, as the pudding to his flcin. 

Count, Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs 
for all queftions ? 

Clo, From below your Duke, to beneath your con- 
flable, it wiJl fit any queftion. 

Count, It muff be an anfv/er of moi* monftrous fize,| 
that muff fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
iliould fpeak truth of it : here it is, and all that belongs 

to 'i. A{k me, if I am a courtier • it Ihall do 

30U no harm to learn. 

Count, To be young again, if we could: I will hz^ 

Vol. III. C 
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fool in a qvieftion, hoping xto be the wifer by your an- 
fwer. I pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ? 

Clo. O Lord, Sir *> there *s a fimple putting 

ofF.: more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count, Sir, I am a poor friend of your's, that loves 
you, 

do. O Lord, Sir, thick, thick, fpare not me. 

Count, I think. Sir, you can eat none of this honie- 
ly meat. 

Clo\ O Lord, Sir, nay, put me to't, I war- 

rant you. 
^ Count. You were lately whipp'd. Sir, as I think. 

do. O Lord, Sir,— ^ fpare not me.' 

Count. Do you cry, Lprd^ Sir, at your whipping, 
and Spare not nte? Indeed, your <9 Lord, Sir, is very 
fequent to your whipping : you would anfwer very weU 
to a whipping, if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had woife luck in toy life, in my 

Lordy Sir; I fee, th;.-gs may ferVe long, but not 
ferve ever. 

Count. I play the noble hufwife with the time, to en- 
tertJ^in it fo merrily with a fool, 

Clo. OLord, Sir, — . — why there 't ferveswell again. 

Count. An end. Sir; to your bufmefs : give Helen this, 
And urge her to a prefent anfwer.back. 
Commend me Xfi my kinfmen, and my fon i 
This is not much, 

Clo: Not much commendation to them I 

Count. Not much employment for you; you under- 
. ftand me ? * 

Clo. Moft fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 

Count. Hafte you again. lExeupf. 

SCENE V. Changes to the court of France, 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

^ 1/7/. They fay, miracles are paft; and we have our 
philofopbical perfons to make modern, and familiar, 
things fupernatural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that 
V e make trifles of terrors ; enfconfmg ourfelvcs into 
* A ridiculp on tliat foolifli expletive o£ fpccch then in vogue 
^ court. 
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fceming knowledge, when we fhould fubmit ourfelves 
to an unknown * fear. 

Par, Why, 'tis the rareft argdment of wonder that 
hath (hot out in our later times. ' 

Ber. And fo 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquifh'd of the artifls 

Par. So I fay, both of Galer) and Paracelfus, 

Laf, Of all the learned and authentic fejjows— - 

Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable,—— 

Par. Why, there 'tis, fo fay I too. 

Laf, Not to be help'd, 

Par. Right, as 'twere a man afTur'd of an ■ ■- 

Laf. Uncertain life, and fu re death, 

" Par. Juft, you fay well: fo would I have faid. 
Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world. 
Par. It is indeed, if yo\3 will have it in (hewing, yoa 
(hall read it in, what do you call there—— 

Laf. JJhe*wing of a heavenly effect in an earthly aBcr^ 
■ Par. That 's it, I would have faid the very fame. 
Laf. ,Why, your dolphin is not luftier : for me, I 

fpeak in refpe<a-^ ^ 

Par. Nay, 'tis ftrange, 'tis very ftrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of \t ; and he 's of a moft facinc- 

nous fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the • 

Laf Very hand of heav'n. 
Par. Ay, fo I fay: 

Laf In a moft weak 

Par, And debile minifter, great power, great tran- 
fcendence; which fhould indeed give us -j-*** a farther 
ufe to be made than alone the recov'ry of the King j 

as to be 

Laf Generally thankful* 

SCENE VI. Enter King, Helena, and attendants: 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well. Here come* 
the King* 

♦ Unknottint for fupcmatural. 

f Two or three words fceip to have bccn-dropt here, which ap* 
pear ttf have been to this purpofc, ^ivc us [notice, that there is ©^ 
this] a further ufe to he made. 

C 2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



at j^Ps 'well that encls tvtll. AA tt^ 

Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays : I'll like a 
maid the better while I have a tooth in my headt 
why, he 's able' to lead h.er a corranto. 

Par, Mori du Vifiaigre! is not this Helen? 

Laf. 'Fore God,. I think fo. 

King. Go call before me all the Lords in court. 
Sit, my prefer ver, by thy patient's fide ; 
And with this healthful hand, whofe banillv'd fenfe 
Thou hait repeal'd^ a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promised gift;, . 
Which but attends thy naming* 

Enter three or four Lordr. 

Fair maid, fend forth thine eye ; this youthfuf parcel 

Of noble bachelors ftand at my beftowing, 

O'er whom both fov'reign power and father's voice 

I have to ufe \ thy frank eledlion make ; 

Thou haft power to chufe, and tliey none to forfake^ 

HeL To each of you one fair and virtu oy« miftreft 
Fall> when love pleafe ! marry, to each bi>t one* ■■■ - 

Laf. rd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys^ 
And writ as little beard. 

King. Perufe them well t 
Not one of thofe bat had a noble father. 

' \She addrejfes herfelf to a Lonf^ 

HeL Gentlemen,, heaven hath» through me, reftor'd 
The King to health. 

JiL We underftand it> and thank heaven for yoa- 

HeL I am a-fimple maid, and tlxerein wealthieft. 
That, I proteft, I firaply am a maid.— — 
Fleafe it your Maj^fty^ I have done already : 
The bluflies in my cheeks tJius whifper me^ 
We bhifli that thou fhould'ft chufe, but be refus'd; 
Let the white death fit on thy cheek for ever. 
We'll ne'er come there again. 

King^ Make choice, and fee. 
Who (huns thy love, (huns all his love in me. 

HeL Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly. 
And to impartial Love, that god moft high. 
Do my fighs ftream. Sir, will you hear my fuit? 
' J LQtd. And grant it» 
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Hel, Thanks, Sir; — all the reft is mute^ 
haf. I had rather be in this choice, tliaa throw Ames- 
ace for my life. 

HeL The honour, Sir, that flames in yout fair eyes. 
Before I fpeak, too threat'ningly replies : 

- X!^o the fec&nd Lorct^ 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love I 

2 Lord^ No better, if you pleafe^ 

Hel, My wifh receive, 
Which great Love grant ! and fo I take my leavc^ 

Laf. Do all they deny her ? If they were Ions ojf 
mine, I'd have them whipt, or I would fend them t» 
the Turk to make eunuchs of. 

HeL Be not afraid that I your hand fhould take ; 

[To the thirds 
ril never do you vnong for your own fake: 
Bleffing upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed! 

Laf. Thefe boys are boys, of ice, they'll none of her ? 
fure they are baltards to the Englifli, the French ne'er 
got 'em. 

Hei, You are too young, too happy, and too good^ 
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood. 

[To the fourth. 

4 Lord, Fair one, I thisk hot fo. 

Laf, lliere's one grape yet. 

Par, I am fure thy father drunk wine. 

Laf, But if thou be 'ft not an afs, I am a 
Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already.. 

HeL I dare not fay, I take you ; but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live. 
Into your guided power. This is the man. \To'^txtx9m^ 

Kifig, Why then, young Bertram, take her, (he's- 
thy wife, 

Ser, My wife, my Liege ? I fhall befeech your 
In fuch a bufinefs give- rae leaye to^ ufe [Highncfs^ 

The help of mine own eyes. , 

King, Know'ft thau nof, Bertram, 
What ihe hath done for me ? 

Ber, Yes, my good Loid,^ 
But nev-er hope to know, why I fhould marry hcR. 
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King. Thou know'ft, fhe has rais'd ine from my 
fickly bed. 

Ber, But follows it, my Lord, to bring me dowi^ 
Muft anfwer for your rifing ? I know her well : 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyfician's daughter my wife I — Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever I 

King, *Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the whidbi 
I can build up : ftrange is it, that our bloods. 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together^ 
Would quite confound diflindion, yet ftand off 
In differences fo mighty. If fhe be 
All that is virtuous, fave what thou diflik'fl: 
A poor phyfician's daughter, thou diflik*ft 
Of virtue for 'the name : but do not fo. 
Yrom loweft place when virtuous things proceed^ 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deecf. 
Where great additioo fwells, and virtue nonc> 
It is a dropfied honour : good alone 
1% good ; and> with a name, vilenefs is fo :. 
Tlie property by what it is fhould go, 
Not by the title. She is good, wife, fair^ 
In thefe, to nature (he *s immediate heir ; 
And thcfe breed honour. That is honour's fcorn,, 
AJThich challenges itfelf as honour's born, 
And is not like the fire. Honours beft thrive. 
When rather from our afe we them derive 
Than our foregoers : the mere word's a flave 
Debauch'd on every tomb, on ev'ry grave ; 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb. 
Where dull and damn'd oblivion is the tomb^ 
Of honour'd bones indeed. What fhould be faid ^ 
3f thou can'ft like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the refl : virtue and fhe - 
Is her awn dow'r; hotiour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will flrive to do 't.. 
. King. Thou wrong'ft-thyfelf, if thou fhould'il flrire 
to chufe.. "^ 

HeL Th.ix you are well reftor'dvmy Lord, I'm glad :: 
Let the reft go. 

Khig. My honour's at tl>e flake; which ^o defenc^ 
1 mAll. produce my power, Jiere^ take her haad,. 
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Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift ! 
That doth in vile mifprifion fhackle up 
My lo¥e, and her defert ; that canft not dream. 
We, poizing us in her defe<5tive fcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know^ 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt. t 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good y 
Believe not thy difdain, but prcfently 
Po thine own fortunes that obedient right,. 
Which both thy duty owes,, and our power claims j 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
^ Into the ftaggers, and the carelefs lapfe 
Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hate 
Looiing upon thee in the name of juflice. 
Without all terms of pity. Speak, thine anfwer^ 

Ber, Pardon, my gracious Lord ; for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider. 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid ; I find, that (he, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts moA bafe^ is now 
The prized of the King^ who, fo enaobled. 
Is as' 'twere born fo. 

Ki/7^, Take her by 4:he hand, 
, And tQl her, flie is thine: to whom I promiic 
A counter poize ; if not in thy eitate, 
A balance more replete* * 

Ber. I take her hand.. 

King, Good fortune and the favour of the King; 
Smile upon this cdntrad ; whofe ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the new-born brief,. 
And be perform 'd to-night ; the folema feaft 
Shall more attend upon the coming ^pace> 
Expe<5Hng abfent friends. As thou lev ft her,. 
Thy love*s. to me religious ; elfe does err. [^Exettftt^ 

SCENE VII. M^«^/7/*Parolles and Lafeu^ 

Laf. Do you hear, Monfieur? a word with you. 
Par. Your plcafarc, SJr ? 

Laf. Your lord and maAer did wdl to make his rr^ 
•ontation. 

Par. Recaatjuiott ? — my lord ? my maftcr I 
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Laf, Ay, is it not a kngnage I fpeak ? 

Par, A moft harfh one, and not to be underftoocl 
without bloody fucceeding. My mafter I 

Laf, Are you companion to the Count Roufillon ? 

Par, To any Count; to all Counts ; to what is mah^ 

Laf. To what is Count's naan ; Count's mafter is of* 
another ftyle. ' ^ » 

Par. You are too old. Sir ; let it fatisfy you, you arc 
too old 

Laf. I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man ; to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do, 

Laf. I did think thee, for two Ordinaries,, to be s 
pretty wife fellow : thou didft make tolerable, vent oF 
thy travel ; it might pafs : yet the fcarfs and the ban- 
nerets about thee did manifoldly difiwade me from be- 
lieving thee a veflel of too great a burthen .. I have 
now found thee •, when I lofe thee again, I care not r. 
yet art thou good for nothing, but taking, up, and that 
thouVt fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity upoa; 
thee 

Laf Do not. plunge thyfelf too far in anger,, left thou. 

haften thy trial ; which if, Lord have mercy oa 

thee for a hen ! fb, my good window of kttice, fare 
thee well ; thy cafement I need not open, I look thi a* 
thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give me moft^gregious in- 
dignity. 

Laf Ay, with all my heart,, and thou: art worthjr 
of it. 

Par, I have not, my Lord, deferv'd it. 

Laf Yes, good faith,, ev'ry dram of it j and I will' 
not bate thee a fcniple. 

Par. Well, I ihall be wifer 

Laf Ev'n as foon as tliou can 'ft, for thou haft to pull: 
at a fmack o'tli' contrary. If ever thpu beeft bound in 
thy fcarf and beaten, thou ftialt find what it is to be 
proud of thy bondage. I have a defire to hold my ac- 
quaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, thatL 
nay fay in the default, he is a man. I know. 
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Par. My Lord, you do me moft unfupportabfe vexa» 
tion. 

. Laf, I would it were hell-pains for thy fake, and my 
poor doing eternal : for doing, I am paii f ; *** as I 
will by thee, in what motion age will give me leave. 

Par. Well, thou haft a Ton (hall take this difgrace 

off me; fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord! ^Wtll, 

I muft be patient, there is no fettering of authority. V\\ 
beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any con- 
Tcnience* an he were double and double a Lord. Til 
have no more pity of his age, than I would have of 
*— I'll beat him, an if I could but meet, him again^ 

Re-enter Lafeu. 

LaJ^. Sirrah, your lord and matter's married j there "ii 
Dews for you : you have a new miftrefs. 

Par, I moft unfeigncdly befeepfa your Lordfhip to^ 
make fome refer vation of your wrongs.. He, my good 
Lord, whom I ierve above, is my mafter,. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

Laf. The devil it is that *s thy mafter. Why doft 
tiiou garter up thy arms o' this falhion ? doft make hofe 
of tliy fleeves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wert beft fet 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine honour,, 
if I were but two hours younger, I 'd beat tliee. Me- ~ 
thinks thou art a general, offence, and every man fhould 
beat thee. I think thou waft created for men to breathe 
themfelves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeferved nwfafure, my Lord. 

Laf. Go to. Sir; you were beaten in Italy for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vaga- 
bond, and no true traveller.: you are more fawcy with 
Lords and honourable perfonages, than the heraldry of 

f Here is a line \o(k after pafl ; fo that it Ibould be dKlinguiihect 
by a break with aftcriiks. The f cry words of the loft line it is im« 
pulSble to retrieve ; but the fcnfe is obviotis enough. For doin^ I 
Mm pafl ; age has deprived me of much of my force and vigour ;; 
Jet I have ftrll enough to fhcw the world I can do myfelf right ; ai 
Ivj'tll by thee, in -what mation [or in the bcft manxicrj ajre -wUl ^vt- 
n< leave. : Mr Warbrntaju 
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your birth and virtue gives you commiffion. You are 
rot worth another word, elfe I'd call you knave. I 
leave you, [£x//, 

SCENE VIII. Enter Bertram. 

Par, Good, very good, it is fo then. Good, tc- ' 

ry good, let it be conceaPd awhile. 

Ber, Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 

Par, What is the matter, fweet heart ? 

Ber. Although before the folemn prieft Tve fworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what, fweet heart ! 

Ber, O my Parolles, they have married me : 
I'll to the Tufcan wars, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits the 
tread of a man's foot : to*th* wars. 

Ber, There 's letters from my mother ; what the im- 
port is, I know not ye%. 

Par. Ay, that would be known : to th' wars, my 
boy, to til' wars. 

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen. 
That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home j 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms. 
Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery fteed : to other regions 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in't jades^ 
Therefore to th* war. 

Ber, It fliall be fo, I'll fend her to my houfe. 
Acquaint my mother with my hate tp her. 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furuifh me to thofe Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife 
To the dark houfe, and the detefted wife. 

Par, Will this capricio hold in thee, art fure ? 

Ber, Go with me to my chamber, and advife me* 
lil fend her ftraight away : to-morrow . 
I'll to the wars, ihe to her fingle forrow. 

Par, Why, thefe balls bounds there 's noife in it. — 
'Tis hard ; 
Jk. young man married, is a man that's marr'd : 
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Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go. 

The King hath done you- wrong : but, hu{h .' 'tis fo. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. E^fer Helena and Clown. 

If el. My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ? 

C/o, She is not^well, but yet /he has her health; fhe's 
Tery merry, but yet fhe is not well : but, thanks be 
given, fhe 's very well, and wants nothing i' th' world ; 
but yet fhe is not well. 

He/. If fhe be very well, what does fhe ail, that 
fhe's not very well? 

C/i?. 'Truly, fhe's very well, indeed, but for two 
things. 

He/. What two things ? 

CU. One, that fhe 's not in heav'ii, whither God fend 
hep quickly ; the other, that fhe 's in eax'th, from whence 
Gpd fend her quickly ! 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Blefs you, my fortunate Lady ! 

Jfel. I hope, Sir, I have your good-will to hare 
mine own good fortune.^ 

Par. You, had my prayers to lead them on; and to 
keep them on, have them flill. 0, ray knave, how 
does my old lady ? 

C/o. So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 
I would fhe did as you fay, ', . 

Par. Why, I fay nothing. 

C/o. Marry, you are the wifer man; for many a 
man's tongue ipeaks out his mafler's undoing. To fay 
nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have 
nothing, is to be a great part of your title ; which i3 
within a very little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou 'rt a knave. 

C/o. You fhould have faid, Sir, before a knave 
-th'art a ^nave; that's, before me th'aft a knave. This 
had been truth. Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

C/o. Did you find me in yourfelf. Sir? or were yow 
taught to find rae ? the fearch, Sir, was profitable, aiad 
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much fool may you find in you, even to the world's 
pleafure, and the increafe of kughter. 

Par, A goad knave, i' faith,. and well fed, 
Madam, my Lord will go away to night, 
A very ferious bufinefs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love. 
Which, as your due, time claims, he docs acknow- 
But puts it off by a compell'd reftraint : ■ [ledge ; 

Whofe want and whofe delay is ftrew'd with fweefs 
Which they diftil now in the curbed time. 
To make the coming hour overflow with joy. 
And pleafure drown the brim, 

Nel. What 's his will elfe ? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o* tk* 
King, 
And make this hafte as your own good proceeding ; 
Strengthen^ with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. • 

If el. What more commands he ? . 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you prefently 
Attend his further pleafure. 

JleL In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I ftiall report it fo. [£a:// Parolles. 

Hel. I pray you. Come, firrah, [71? Clown. 

SCENE X. Enler Lafeu ^«^ Bertram. 
Laf. But I hope your Lordihip thinks not him afol- 

^icr. r ^^ e 

Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deHverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimofny. 

Laf. Then my dial goes not true; I took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Ber. I do afTure you, my Lord, he is very great m 
itnowledge, and accordingly valiiuit. 

Laf. I have then fmnai agiinft his experience, and 
tranfgr'efs'd againft his valour; and my ftate that way 
is dan'^erous, fince I cannot yet fmd in my heart to re- 
pent. ^ H'ire he comes ; I pray you, make us friends, I 
;wiii purfue the amity, . 
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Enter ParoHes, 

Par, Thefe things fliall be done, Sir^ 

La/i 1 pray you, Sir, who's his tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

La/. O, I know him well ; I, Sir, he, Sir, '« a good 
workman, a Tery good tailor. 

Ber. Is fhe gone to the King ? Z^^de to Parollcs, 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will ftie away to-night ? 

Par, As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, cafkefed my treafure, ^- 
ven order for our horfes ; and to-night, when I fhould 
take pofleffion of the bride and ere I do begin • 

La/i A good traveller is fomething at the latter end 
of a dinner; but one that lyes three thirds, and ufes a 
known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, fhould 

be once heard,* and thrice beaten. God fave you. 

Captain.' 

Ber. Is there any unkindne£s between my Lord and 
you, Monfieur ? 

Par. I know not how I have deferved to run into 
my Lord's difpleaHire. 

Laf. You have made fliift to run into 't, boots and 
fpurs and all, like him that leapt into the cuftard ; and 
out of it you'll run again, rather than fuffer queftion 
for your refidence. 

Ber., It may be you have miftaken him, my Lord. 

Laf. And ftiall do fo ever, -tho' I took him at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord ; and believe this 
of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the 
foul of this man is his cloaths, Tnift him not in mat- 
ter of heavy confequence. I have kept of them tame, 
and know their natures. Farewel, Monfieur ; I have 
Ipoken better of you, than you have or will deferve at 
my hand, but we muft do good againft evil, [^Exit^ 

Par. An idle Lord, I fwear. 

Ber. I think fo. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, I know him well, and common fpcech 
dives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my clog. 

Vol. III. D 
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SCENE XI. Enter Helena. 
Hel. I have. Sir, as I was commanded from you,' 
Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave 
For prefent parting ; only he defTres 
♦Some private fpeech with you. 

Ber. I fhall obey his will. 
You muft not marvel, Helen, at my courfe. 
Which holds not colour with the time ; nor does 
The miniftration and required office 
On my particular. Prepared I was not 
Tor fuch a bufinefs ; therefore am I found 
So much unfettled : this drives me to intreat you, 
' That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe, than a}l<, why I intreat you ; 
For my refpecSts are better than they feera. 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than (hews itfelf at the firft view, 
To you that know them not. This to ray mother. 

\Vixdng a Utter. 
T^will be two days ere I fhail fee you, fo 
I leave you to your wifdom. 

HeL Sir, I can nothing fay, 
•But that I am your moft obedient fervant, 

Ber* Come, come, no more of that. 

HeL And ever fhall 
With true obfervance feek to eke out that. 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ftars have fail'd, 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : 
My hafle is very great. Farewel; hie home, 

HeL Pray, Sir, your pardon. 

Ber, Well, what would you fay ? 

HeL I am not worthy of the wealth I owe : 
Nor dare I fay, 'tis mine, and yet it is ; 
But, like a tim'rous thief, moft fain would fteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber, Wh-at would you have ? 

HeL Something, and fcarce fo much ^nothing, in- 
deed 

I would not tell you what I would, my Lord — 'faith, 
yes J 
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Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs. , 

Ber, I pray you, ftay not ; but in hafte to horfe. 

He/. I fhall not break your bidding, good my Lord. * 

[£'.v/V Helena. 

Ber, Where are my other men, Monfieur? — farewel. 
Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never come, 
Whilft I can fhake my fword, or hear the drum : 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par, Bravely, Couragio I [^Exeunt, 

ACT III. S C E M E L 

The Duke^s court in Florence. 

Flour ijb. Enter the Duke of Florence^ ttvo Frencb 
Lords 9 nxiith foldiers, 

Duke.^^ that, from point to point, now have you 
i3 The fundamental reafons of this war, [heard 
Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth^ 
And more thirfts after. 

1 Lord. Holy feems the quarrel 

Upon yout Grace's part j but black and fearful 
On the oppofer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much our coufin France 
Would, in fo juft a bufinefs, (hut his bofom 
Againft our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord, Good my Lord, 

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield. 
But like a common and an outward man,. 
That the great figure of a .council frames 
By felf-unaWe notion ; therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fmce I have found 
Myfelf in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guefs'd. 

Duke. Be it his pleafure, 

2 Lord. But I am fure the younger of our natiODj 
That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day 
Come here for phyfic. 

Duke. Welcome fhall they be : 
And all the honours th^t can fly from us, 
Shall Qn them fettle. ^ You know your places well. 
D 2 
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When better fall, for your avails they fell ; 
To-morrow, to the field. ^ \^Exeunt^ 

S C JE N E II. Changes to Roufillon in France. 

Enter Countefs and Clown. 

Count, It hath happen'd, all as I would have had it ; 
fave that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be % 
rery melancholy man. 

Count, By what obferrance, I pray you ? 

CIq» Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; 
mend his ruflF,*and fing ; afk queftions, and fing; pick, 
his teeth, and fing. I knew a man that had this trick 
of melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong. 

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he meant 
to come. \Reads the letter* 

Clo. I have no mind to Ifbel, fince I was at court. 
Our old ling, and our Ifbels o' th^ country, are nothing 
like your old Kng, and your Ifbels o* th* court : the 
brain of my Cupid's knock'd out ; and I begin to love^ 
as an old man loves money, with no ftomach. 

Count. What have we here ? 

Clo, E'en thai you have there, [J?x/r. 

Countefs reads a letter. 

I have fent you a daughter^in-lanx) : flye hath^eeo' 
vered the Kingy and undone me, I have nvedded her^ 
not bedded her ;. and-fivorn to make the not eternal. Tou 
Jhall hear I am run ainay ; knono it before the report 
come. If there he hhadth enough in the worlds I nuill 
' bold a long dkjiance. My duty to you. 

Tour unfortunate font 

Bertram; 

This is not well, rafli and unbridled boy. 
To fly the favours of fo good a King. 
To pluck his indignation on thy head ; 
By the mifprifing of a maid, too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 
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Re-enter Clown. 

Cio. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within^ be- 
tween two foldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fome 
comfort ; your fon will not be kill'd fo foon as I thought 
he would. 

Count. Why fliould he be kill*d ? 

Clo. So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does ; the danger is in ftanding to 't ; that 's the l6fs 
of men, though it be the getting of children. Here 
they come will tell you more. For my partj I only 
hear your fon was* run away. 

SCENE III. Enter Helena, and t^o Gentlemen. 

1 Gent, Save you, good Madam. 

HeL Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone.— — 

2 Gent. Do not fay fo. 

Count. Think upon patience : 'pray you. Gentlemen, 
I've felt fo many quirks of joy and grief. 
That the firft face of neither, on the ftart. 
Can woman me unto 't. Where is my fon ? 

2 Gent. Madam, he's gone to fcrve the Duke of 
Florence. 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came ; \ 
And, after fome difpatch in hand at court. 
Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on this letter. Madam ; here 's my pa/Tport^ 

When thou cauft get the ring upon my finger ^ ^hich 
never Jhall come off ; and /henv me a child begotien of 
thy body that I am father tOy then cull me .Huiband : 
but in fuch a then I <write a never. 

This is a dreadful fentencc. 

Count. Brought you this letter. Gentlemen ? 

I Gent. Ay, Madam ; and, for . the contents' (ake, 
are forry for our pains. 

Count. I pr'ythee. Lady, have a bettet cheer. 
If thou engroffeft all the griefs as thine, 
Thou robb'ft mc of a moiety : h-e \vas my fon ; ■ 
But I do waih his name out of my Wood, 
D 3 
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And thou art all ray child. Towards Florence is he ? 

2 Gent, Ay, Madam. 
/ Count. And to be a foldier ? 

2 Gent, Such is his noble "purpofe ; and, believe 't. 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count, Return you thither ? 

I. Gent, h^jy Madam, with the fwiftefl: wing of fpecd. 

HeL Till I have no 'wife, I have nothing in France, 
Tls bitter. • {^Reading^ 

Count, Find you that there I 

Hei, Yes, Madam. 

I Qent, 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand> haply,, 
ivhich his heart was not confenting tp. 

Count, Nothing in France until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him> 
But only fhe ; and fhe deferves a Lord 
That twenty fvich rude boys might tend upon. 
And call her hourly Mifirefs. Who was with him ? 

I Gent,, A fervant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have fometime known. 

Count, Parolles, was 't not ? 

I Gent, Ay, my good Lady, he. 

Count, A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednefi : 
My fon corrupts a well-derived nature 
,With his inducement. 

I (7<?»/. Indeed, good Lady, the fellow has^ a deal 
©f that too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count, Y' are \i[elcome. Gentlemen ; I will intreat 
you, when ybu feef my fon, to tell him, that his fword 
can never win the honour that he lofes : more I 'U in- 
zreat you written to bear along. 

I Gent. We ferve you. Madam, in that and all your 
•worthieft affairs.. 

Count. Not fo, but as we change our courteCes. 
^"Will you draw near ,? [^Exeunt Counte/s and Gent^ 

S C E N E IV. 
HeL Till I have no- <wife^ I have nothing in France^ 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 
Thou ihalt have none, RoufiUon, none in France ; 
Then haftthQu all again* Poor Lord i is 't \ 
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That chafe thee from thy country, and expofe 

Thofe tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the none-fparing war ? and is it I 

That drive thee from the fportive court, where thoa 

Waft (hot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of fmoaky mufkets ? O you leaden meflcnger*. 

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire. 

Fly with falfe aim ; pierce the ftill-moving air. 

That fings with piercing, do not touch ray Lord. 

Whoever (hoots at him, I fet him there : * 

Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it ; 

And though I kill him not, I am the caufe 

His death was fo effeded. Better 'twere 

I met the rav'ning lion when he roar*d 

With fliarp conilraint of hunger ; better 'twere 

That all the miferies which nature owes. 

Were mine at once. No, come thou home, RoufilloD ; 

Whence honour but of danger wins a fear ; 

As oft it lofes all. I will be gone : 

My being here it is that holds thee hence. 

Shall I ftay here to do 't ? No, no, although 

The air of paradife did fan the houfe. 

And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To confolate thine ear. Come, night ! end^ day ! 

For with the dark, poor thief, TU fteal away. [^Extf. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Duke^s court in Florence. 

Flour ijh. Enter the Duke of Florence y Bertram, Drum 
and Trumpets^ Soldiersy ParoUes. 

Dkike, The General of our Horfe thou art, and wc;, 
Great in our hope, lay our beft lo?e and credence ' 
Upon thy promifing fortune. 

Ber, Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet 
We'll ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake> 
To th' extreme edge of hazard* 

Duke; Thw go fgrth, 
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And Fortune play upon thy profp'rous helm, 
As thy aufpicious miftrefs ( 

Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file ; 
Make me but like my" thoughts, and I fhall prove 
A lover of thy drum j hater of love. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. Changes to Rouftllon in France. 

Enter Countefs and Steward. 

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know, fhe would do, as fhe has done, 
By fending me a letter ? Read it again. 

LETTER. 

I am St Jaques^ pilgrim, thither gone : 

Amhitious love hath fo in me offended y 
^hat hare-foot plod I the cold ground upon^ 

With fainted vonv my faults to have amended^ 
Write y luritey that from the bloody cdurfe ofnuar 

My dearefi majier, your dear fony may hie; 
Blefs him at home in peace, *whi\J} I from far 

His name luith zealous fervour fan6iify. 
His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

/, his defpiteful Junoy fent him forth 
From courtly friends y 'with camping foes to live : 

Where death and danger dog the heels ofnuorth. 
He is too good and fair for death and me, 
Whpm I myfelf embrace y to fet him free. * 

Ah, what iharp ftings are in her mildeft words ? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo muchj 
As letting her pafs fo ; had I fpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents. 
Which thus fhe hath prevehted. 

Ste^, Pardon, Madam, 
If I had given you this at ovei'-night. 
She might have been o*er-ta'en ; and yet (he writeS, 
Purfuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel fhall 
Blefs this- unworthy hufband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom Heaven delights to heari 
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And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 

Of greateft juftice. Write, write, Rynaldo, 

To this unworthy hufband of his wife ; 

LiCt every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

Tliat lie does weigh too light : my greateft grie^ 

Though little he do feel it, fet down ftiarply. 

Difpatch the mofl ponvenient mefienger ; 

When, haply, he (hall hear that (he is gone. 

He will return, and hope I may, that (he. 

Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again. 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is deareft to me, I've no (Idll in fenfe 

To make diflin^ion ; provide this meflenger ; 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Giief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 

[^Exeunt: 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a public place in Florence, 

A tucket afar off* 

Enter an old Wido*w of Florence ^ Diana, Violejjta, and 
Mariana, ni)ith other citizens, 

Wid. Nay, come. For if they do approach the city, 
we (hall lofe all the (ight. 

Dia, They fay the French Count has done moft ho- 
nourable fervice. 

Wid, It IS reported, that he has ta'en their greateft 
commander ; and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loft our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way : hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and fuffice ourfelves 
with the report of it. WeU, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl ; the honour of a maid is her name, and 
no legacy is fo rich as honefty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour how you have beea 
folicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar, I know that knave, (hang him!) one Parol- 
les ; a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeflions for the 
young Earl; beware of them, Diana; their promifesj 
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enticements, oafhs, tokens, and all thefe engines of luft, 
are the things they go under ; many a maid hath been 
feduced by them ; and the mifery is, example, that fo 
terrible (liews in the wreck of maidenhood, canaot for 
all that diifuade fuccefHon, but that they are limed with 
the twigs that threaten them. I hope I need not to ad- 
Tife you further ; but I hope your own grace will keep 
you where you are, though there were no further dan- 
ger found but the modefty which is fo lofl. 
Dia. You fhall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, difguh^d like a pilgrim, 

Wid. I hope fo Look, here comes a pilgrim; 

I know flie will lie at my houfe ; thither they fend one 
another ; I'll queition her : God fare you, pilgrim t 
whither are you bound ? 

HeL To St Jaques le Grand. Where do the pal- 
mers lodge, I do befeech you ? 

Wid, At the St Francis, befide the port. 

HeL Is this the way ? \^A march afar off. 

Wid. Ay, marry, is 't. Hark you, they come this 
way. 
If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but till the troops come 
I will condu<5t you where you fhall be lodg*d ; [by. 

The rather, for 1 think I know your hoftefs^ 
As ample as myf<^lf. 

HfL Is it yourfelf ? 

Wid. If you fhall pleafe fo, pilgrim. 

HeL I thank you, and will ftay upon your leifure. 

Wid. You came, I think, from' France, 

HeL I did fo. 

Wid, Here you fhall fee a countryman of your's. 
That has done worthy fervice. 

HeL His nanie, I pray you ? 

Dia, The Count Rouftllon : know you fuch a one ? 

HeL But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him ; 
His face I know not, 

Diiz, Whatfoe'er he is. 
He's bravely taken here. He flole from France, 
As 'tis reported ; for the King had married him 
Againfl his liking. Think you it is fo ? 

HeL Ay, furely, merely truth j I know his lady. 
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D:a. There is a gentleman that ferves the county 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Hel. What's his name ? 

Dia, M^nfieur ParoHes, 

HeL Oh, I believe with him. 
In argument of praife, or to die worth 
Of the great Count himfelf : fhe is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deferving 
Is a referved honefty, and that 
I have not heard examined . 

Dia. Alas, poor lady ! 
'Tis a harS bondage, to become the wife 
Of .a detefting Lord. 

Wid. Ah ! right ; good creature ! wherefoe'er fhe is 
Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her 
A flir€wd turn, if fhe pleas'd, 

HeL How do you mean ? 
May be the am'rous Count folicits her 
In the unlawful purpofe. 

Wid^ He does ii^deed ; 
And brokes ^ith all that can in fuch a fuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But fhe is arm'd for him^ and keeps her guard 

♦ In honefteH defence. 

SCENE VIIL Brum and Colours. 
Enter Bertram, ParoUes, Officers and Soldiers attending^ 

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe ! 

Wid. So now they come : 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeft fon ; 
That, Efcalus, 

HeL Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He; 
That with the plume; 'tis 41 moft gallant fellow ; 
I would he lov'd his wife \ if he were honefler. 
He were much goodlier, It't not a handfome gentle] 
man ? 

HeL I like him well. 

Dia. 'Tis pity he is not honeft ; yond's tliat fame 
knave. 
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That leads him to thefe places ; were I his lady, 
I*d poifon that vile rafcal. 

Hel. Which is he f 

Dia, That jack-an-a^es with fcarfs. Why is he 
melancholy ? 

Hel. Perchance he's hurt i' th' battle. 

Par. Lofe our drum ! well. 

Mar. He's (hrewdly vex'd at fomething. Look, he 
hath fpied us. 

IVid. Marry, hang you ! 

[pxeunt Bertram, ParoHes, i;c. 

Mar. And your courtefy, for a ring-carrier I 

Wid, The troop is pafs'd. Come, pilgrim, I will bring 
you 
'Where you fhall hoft : Of injoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great St Jaques bound, 
Already at my houle. 

HeL I humbly thank you : 
Pleafe it this matron, and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me : and to requite you further, 
I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [^Exeurnt^ 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Bertram, and the t<ivo French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my Lord, put him to 't : let him 
have his way, 

2 Lord. If your Lordlhip find him not a hilding, 
hold me no more in your refpedt. 

I Lord. On my life, my Lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him ? ' 

1 Lord. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fpeak of him 
as my kinfman; he's a moft notable coward, an in- 
finite and endiefs lyar, an hourly promife-breaker, the 
owner of no one good quality worthy your Lordfhip's 
entertainment. 

2 Lord, It were fit you knew him, lefl, repofing 
too far in his' virtue, which he hath not, he might 
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at fome great and ti;ufty bulinefs in a main danger fail 
you. 

Ber, I would I knew in what particular action to 
try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum ; which you hear him fo confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will fud- 
denly furprife him ; fuch I will have, whom I am 
fure he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hood^^dnk him fo, that he ftiall fuppofe no other 
but that he is carried into the leaguer pf the adverfaries, 
when we bring hjm to our own tents. Be but your Lord- 
fliip prefent at his examination ; if he do not for the 
promife of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of 
bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the intel- 
ligence in his power againft you, and that with the di- 
vine forfeit of his foul upon joath, never truft my judg- 
ment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, fur the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem for 't ; when your 
Lprdfhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in*t, and to 
what mepl this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, 
if you give him n(>t Tom Drum's entertainment*, your 
inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes. 

SCENE X. Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the 
humour of his defign, iet him, fetch off his drum la 
any hand. 

Ber. ^wnow, Monfieur? this drum fficks Ibrely in 
your difpofition, 

2 Lord. A pox \ on 't, let it go, 'tis but a drum. 
Par. But a dmm ! is 't but a drum ? a drum fo loft ! 

• Holingfiic^ in his dcicriptiqn of Ireland, fpcaking of Patrick 
Scarfeficld, ( Mayor ojf Dublin in xhe yCar "i s s i ). and of his extra- 
vagant hofpitality, fubjoins, that no gucft had ever a cold or for- 
bidding look from any part of liis family : fo that b'n porter, or any 
other officer, durji not, for both his tars^ give the Jiniplcfl man that 
rcf.rted to his hoiife, Tom Drum's entcrlainmenS ; which is, to hale a 
raan in by the head, and tluuft him out by bcUi the fllouidcrs " 
Mr Theotald. ' ' ^ * 

Vol. III. E 
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there was an excellent command 1 to charge in with 
our horfe upon our own witigs, and to rend our own 
foldiers. 

2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the command 
of the fervice; it was a difafter of war that Csefar 
himfelf could not have prevented, if he had been there 
to command. 

£er. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuc;cefs : 
fome difhonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but it 
is not to be recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recover*d. 

£er. It might, but it is not now. 

Par, It is to be recover'd ; but that the merit of fer- 
rice is feldom attributed to the true and exadl per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or Sic 
jaeet—^, — 

Ber, Why, if you have a ftomach to 't, Mondeur ; 
if you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this 
inftrument of honour again into his native quarter, be 
, magnanimous in the enterprife, and go on ; I will grace 
the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in 
it, the puke fhall both fpeak of it, and extend to you 
what further becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmoft 
fyllable ofyour worthinefs. 

Par, By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber, But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par, I'll about it this evening ; and I will prefendy 
pen down my dilemmas, encourage myfelf in my cer- 
tainty, put myfelf into my mortal preparation; and, 
by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber, May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you arc. 
gone about it ? 

Par, I know not what the fuccefs will be, my Lord ; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I. know th'art valiant; and to the pollibility of 
foldierfhip, will fubfcribe for thee j farewel. 

Par, I Jove not many words. \Exit, 

SCENE XI. 

, ,^ I Lord, No more than a fifli loves water. Is not 

this a ftrange fellow, my Lord,' that fo confidently 
feems to undertake this feufinefs, which he knows is not 
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to be done ; damns himfelf to do it, and dares better 
be damn'd than to do 't ? 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do ; 
certain it is, that he will ileal himfelf into a man's fa- 
vour, and for a week efcape a great deal of difcoveries ; 
but when you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf 
unto ? 

2 Lord. None in the world, but return with an in- 
Tention, and clap upon you two or three probable lyes : 
but we have almoft imbof^*d him, you fhall fee his fall 
to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your Lord/hip'9 
refped, 

1 Lord. We'll make you fome fport with the fox, ere 
we cafe him. He was firft fmok'd by the old Lord 
Lafeu ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a fprat you ihall find him; which you fhall fee this 
▼ery night. 

2 Lord. I muft go and look my twigs ; he fhall be 
caught. 

Ber^ Your brother, he fhall go along with me. 

2 Lcrd. As 't pleafe your Lordfhip. I'll leave you. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to thq houfe, and fhew you 
The lafs I fpoke of. 

I Lard. But you fay fhe's honefl^ 

Ber. That's all the fault : I fpoke with her but once. 
And found her wondrous cold ; but I fent to her. 
By this fame coxcomb that we have i' th* wind, . 
Tokens and letters, which fhe did re-fend ; 
And this is all I 've done : Die 's a fair creature. 
Will you go fee her ? 

I Lord. With all my heart, my Lord. lExeuftK 

SCENE XII. aangej to tbt Widonu's houfe. 
Enter Helena, and Widow. 

HeL If you mifdoubt me that I am not fhe, 
I know not how I fhall afTure you further ; 
But I fhall lofe the grounds I work upon. 

iVid. Tho' my cftate be fallen, I was well boni^ 
. E 2 
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Nothing acquainted with thefe bufineffes j 
^i)d would not put my reputation now 
Ih any ftaining adl. 
. H^L Nor would I wifli you. 
Firft, give me truft, the Count he is my hufband ; 
And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken, ^ 
Is fo, from word to word ; and then you cannot. 
By the good aid that I of ybu fhall borrow, 
Err in beftowing it. 
. IVU^ I fhould believe you, 
For^you havefliew'd me that which well approves 
Y*^are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purfe of gold. 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will overpay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes your 

daughter, 
Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty> 
Refolves to.carxy her ; let her confent. 
As we 11 diredl her how 'tis belt to bear it. 
Now his important blood will nought deny. 
That fhe '11 demand : a ring the Count does wear; 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
!f rom Ton to fon, fome four or five defcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This ring he hold*' 
In moft rich choice ; yet in his idle fire. 
To buy his will, it would not feem too dear, 
iiowe'^er repented after. 

IViJ. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe. 

HeL You fee it kwful then. It is no more. 
But that jour daughter, ere (he feems as won, 
Defires this ring ; appoints him an encounter ; 
la fine, delivers me to fill the time, , 
Herfelf moft chaftely abfent: after this. 
To mirr) her, 111 add.three thoufand crowns. 
To what is paft already. 
■ IVid. I have yielded. 
Inftrua niy. daugjbter how (he fiiall perfevere. 
That time aiid place, with this deceit fo lawful. 
May prove coherent. Every night becomes 
With mufl(J of all forts, ..and fongs c9mpos'd 
To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteads us 
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it 

To chide him from our eaves; for he per(iits» 
As if his life lay on 't. 

Hel. Why then, to-night , 

Let us aflay our plot ; which, if it fpeed. 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
And lawful meaning in a wicked ad ; 
Where both not (in, and yet a finfi^ fad. 
But let 's about it {Exiunl. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Part of the French camp in Ftorence, 

Inter one of the Trench Lords f ivith fiveorjix Soldier* 
in ambu/h» 

Lord. TT E can come no other way but by this hedge- 
XT. comer; when you felly upon him, fpealc 
what terrible language you will ; though you underftand 
it not yourfelves, no matter ; for 'we muft not feem to 
nnderfland him, unkfs fome one amongil us, whom 
we muft produce for an interpreter, 

Sol, Good Captain, let me be th' interpreter. 

Lord, Art not acquainted with hua. ? knows he not 
thy Toice ? 

SoL No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. But what linfy-woolfy bail thott to fpeak %ot 
MS again? 

Sol. Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me. 

Lord, He muft think us fome band of ftVan^^erS i' th* 
adverfaries' enteFtainment, Now he hath a fraack of 
all neighbouring languages, therefore we muft every oae 
• be a man of his own fancy ; not to l^now what we 
fpeak one to another, fo we feem to know, is 10 know 
ftraight our purp<^ j chough's. language^ gabble enough, 
and good enough. As for you, interpreter, you muft 
feem very politic, .But couch, hoa! here h~e comes,, 
to beguile two hours in a fleep, and then to returm 
and fwear the lyes he forges. 

Enter Farolfes, 
Par^ Ten 0' clock j within thefc three hours 'twill br 
E 3 - 
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time enough to go home. What (hall I fay I have 
done ? it muft be a very plaufive invention that carries 
it. . They begjft to fmoke me,, and difgraces, have of 
late knock'd too often at ray door : I find my tongue 
is too fool-hardy ; but my heart hath the fear of Mars 
before it, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of 
my tongue. ^ 

Lord. This is the firft truth that e*er thine own tongue 
Vras guilty of. ^ L^J^de. 

Par, What the devil Ihould iifove me to Undertake 
the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the 
impoflibility, and Knowing I had iio fucK purpofe ? I 
jnuft give myfelf fome hurts, and fay, I got them in 
exploit. Yet flight ones will not carry it ; they will 
fay. Came you off with fo little ? and great ones I dare 
not give; wherefore what's the inftance ? Tongue, I 
muft put you into 2l butter-woman's mouth, Jind buy 
myfelf another of Bajazet's mute, if you prattle me 
into thefe perils. 

Lord, Is it poilible he fhould knpw what he- is, and 
be that he is ? IJ/tde. 

Par, I would the cutting of my garments would fervc 
the turn, or- the breaking of my Spaniih fword. 

Lord, We cannot afford you fo. \^AJide. 

Par, Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was 
an ftratagem. 

Lord, *Twould not do. {.^ifidr. 

Par, Or to drown my cloaths, and feyl was ftript. 

XSr//. Hardly ferve. - S^AJtde. 

Par, Though I fwore I kap'd from the window of 
the citadel 

Lord, How deep ? {^Jjfide* 

Par, Thirty fathom. 

Lord, Three great oatlis woufd fcarce moke that be 
believed. {^AJide. 

Par, I would I had any drum of the enemy's ; I 
would fwear I recovered it. 

Lord, You (hall hear one anon.- \^AJidc* 

Par„ A drum now of the enemy's ! 

[^Alarum *within^ 
^ lard, TBroco movoufusy cargo ^ clafgo^ cargo n, 

AlU Cargoy cargo, villiando par corho, cargo^ 
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Par, Oh ! ranfomj ranfom : — do not hide mioe eyes. 
[They feize hiniy and blindfold him. 

Inter. Bojkos thromuldo bojkos, 
' Par, I Jcnow, you are the Muflcos regiment. 
And I fhill lofe my life for want of language.* 
If there be here German, or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him fpeak to nae^ 
1*11 difcovef that which fhall undo the Florentine. 

Inter. Bojkos vauvado \ I under ftand thee, and can 
fpeak thy tongue ; Kerelyhanto^ — -_ — Sir, betake thee to 
thy faith, for feventeen poniards are at thy bofom. 

Par. Oh ! • 

Int. Oh, pray, pray, pray. 
Mancha ravancha dulche. 

Lord. Gfceorihi dulchos volivorco. 

Int. The gene|:al is content to fparc tHee yet. 
And, hoodwink'd as thou art, will lead tjiee on 
To gather from tjiee. Haply th6\i may*ft inform 
Something to fave thy life. 

Par. Oh let me live. 
And all the fecrets of our c^mp I 'IWhew ; 
Their force, their purpofes : nay, I *I1 fpeak that 
Which you will wonder at. . 

Int. But wilt thou fkithfullj^ ? 

Par. If I do not, da^ln me. 

Int. A cor da lint a. 
Come on, thou art granted fp4ce. [^Exrt. 

rJjhort hdarurk nvithin. 

Lord. Go, tell the Count Rounllon and my brother^ 
WeVe caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled 
Till we do hear from them. 

Sol. Captain, I will. 

Lord. He will betray us ail linto ourfelres. 
IniTorin 'era that. 

Sol. So I will. Sir. 

Lord. Till, then I 'U keep hhb dark aJhd fafely lockM. 

[Eyieunt^ 

SCENE tl. , Changes to the nvidonjb'j houfe. 

Enter Bertr&rti and Diana. 
Ler^ Th6y told mc^at your name was FohtihelL 
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Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 

Ber, Titled goddefs. 
And worth it witl^ addition \ but, fair fouJ, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth Kght not your mind. 
You are no maiden, but a monument. 
When you are dead, you (hould be fuch a <me 
As you are now, for you are cold -and ftem ; 
And now you (hould be as your mother was^ 
^When your fweet felf was got. 

Dia, She then was honeft. 

Ber, So fhould you be. 

Dia, No. 
My mother did but duty ; fuch, ' my Lordy 
As you owe to your wife.* 

Ber. No more o' that 1 
J pr'ythee do not ftrive againft my tows: 
I was compell'd to her; but I love thee 
By love's own fweet conftraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of fervice. 

Dia, Ay> fo you ferve us> 
Till we ferve you : but when you have our rofer. 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves. 
And mock us with our barenefs. 

Ber, How, have I fwom I 

Dia, Tis not the many oaths that make the truth ^ 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow*d true ; 
What is not holy that we fwear, not *bides ; 
But take the High'ft to witnefs-; then, pray tell me^ 
If I (hould fwearby Jove's great attributes 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 
When I did love you ill ? This has no holding. 
To fwear by him whom I proteft to love. 
That I wiU work againft him. Therefore your oathy 
Are words, and poor conditions but unfeai'd ;. 
At leaft, in my opinion. 

Ber,, Change it, change it : 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is hofy. 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with : ftand no more of!^ 
But give thyfelf unto my fick defires, 
TKhich then remer. Say, th^ art mine \ ^aoAj^yktr 



itized by Google 



Sc. 2. AlVs nvell that ends 'well. y; 

My love, as it begins, ihall fo perfevere. . 

Dia, I fee that meti make hopes in fuch affairs 
That we'll forfake onrfelves. Give me that ring, 

Ber. riKlend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. ^ 

Dra. Will you not, myC^o-rd ? 
; Ber. It is an honour 'longing* to our houfc. 
Bequeathed down ftom many'anceftors.; 
Which were the greateft obloqv *" th' world 
In rae to lof6. 

Dia, Mine honour's fuct a ring ; 
l5ly chaftity's the jewel of our houfe. 
Bequeathed down from itiany anceftors ; 
Which were the greateft obloquy i' th* world * 
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part> 
Againft your vain aflault, 

Ber. Here, take my ring. 
My houfe, my honour, yea, my life, be thihe> 
And ril be bid by thee. 

Dia, When midnight comes, knock at my chamber- 
ftl order take my mother fhall not hear. [window ; 

Nowwill I charge you in the band of trutH, 
YiThen you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed. 
Remain there but aif hour, norfpeak to me. 
My reafbns are moft ftrong, and you fhall know themi 
When back again this ring (hall be dcHver'd ; 
And on your finger, in the night, TU put 
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds. 
May token to the future our paft deeds*. 
Adieu, till then ; then, fail not : you have won 
A wife of me, tbo' there my hope be done. 

Ber, A heav'h oh earth I 've won by wooing thee. 

[£'x/V. 

Dia, For which lUe long to thank both heav'n and 
■JTou may fo in the end. — - [me. 

My mother told me juft how he would woo, 
As if fhe fat in's heart ; fhe fays, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry me. 
When his wife 's dead : therefore I'll lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are fo braid. 
Marry 'eni that will, I'd live and die a maid ; 
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Only, in this difguife, I think 't no fin 

To cozen him that would unjuftly win. {^Exrf, 

SCENE III . Changes to the French camp in Florence. 
Enter the ttvo French Lords y and tivo or three foldiers , 

1 Lord, You have aot given him Jxj« mother's letter ? 

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour fince ; there \% 
fomething in 't that ftings his nature ; for, on tijie read- 
ing it, he changed almoftinto another man. 

1 Lord, He has much worthy blame laid upon him 
for fhaking off fo good a wife, and f6 fweet a lady. 

2 Lord^ Efpecially he hath incurred the everlafting 
difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty 
to fing happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but 
you (hall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord, When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and t 
am the grave of it. 

2 Lord, He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, -of a moft chafte renown; and 
this night he flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour ; 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks 
himfelf made in the unchafle oompofipon. 

1 Lord, Now God delay oul rebellion ; as we are our- 
felves, what things are we ! 

a Lord, Merely our own traitors ; and as, in the com- 
mon courfe^f airtreafons, we ftill fee them reveal them- 
felvesi till they attain to their abhorr'd ends ; fo he 
that in this a^on contrives againft his own nobility, in 
his proper ftream o'erflows himfelf. 

'I Lord, Is it not meant damnable in us to be the 
trumpeters'of our unlawful intents ? we fh^U not then 
have his company to-night ? 

2 Lord> Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted tt 
his hour. 

1 Lord, That approaches apace. I would gladly have 
him fee his company anatomiz'd, that he might take a 
meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioufly he 
had fet this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We ^yill not meddle with bini till he come ; 
. for his prefence muft be the whip, of the other. 
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. I Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of thefc 
wars ? 

2 Lord, I hear there Is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I aflure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord, What will Count RoufiUon do then ? will he 
travel higher, or return again into if'rance ? 

1 Lord, I perceive by this demand, you are not alto- 
gether of his council. • 

2 Lord, Let it be forbid. Sir ! fo fhould I be a great 
deal of his aft. 

1 Lord, Sir, his wife fome two months fince fled from 
his houfe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St Jaques le 
Grand ; which holy undertaking, with moil auftere 
fan^imony, ftie accomplifh'd ; and there refiding, the 
tendernefs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; 
in fine, made a groan of her laft breath, and now ihc 
fings in^heaven. 

2 Lord, How is this juftified ? 

1 Lord, The ilronger part of it by her oyrn letters, 
which makes her ftory true, even to the point of her 
death ; her death itfelf (which could not be her office to 
fay, is come) was faithfully confirmed by the reftor of 
the place. 

2 Lord, Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 

1 Lord, Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord, I am heartily forry that hell be glad of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily fometimes we make us com- 
forts of our lofles f 

2 Lord, And how mightily fome other times we drown 
our gain in tears I the great dignity that his valour 
hath here acquired for him, (hall at home be encoun- 
ter'd with a fhame as ample, 

I Lord, The web of our life is of a mingkd yam, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, if 
our faults whipped them not ; and our crimes would de- 
fpair, if they were not cherifh'd by our virtues. 

E/iter a fervaht. 

How now ? where's your mafter ? 

Ser, He met the Duke in the ftreet, Sir, of whom he 
kath taken a folemo leave : his Lordfhip^ will next 
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, morning for France, The Duke hath offered him let- 
ters of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord. They (hall be no more than needful there, if 
they were more than they can commend. 

SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord,. They cannot be too fweet for the King's 
tartnefs. Here's his Lordfhip now. How now, ray 
Lord, is 't not after midnight ? 

Ber. I have to-night difpatch'd fixteen bufinefles^ a 
month's length a-piece, by an abftra<5l of fuccefs ; I 
have congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his 
neareft ; buried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my 
lady mother I am returning ; entertained my convoy : 
and, between thefe main parcels of difpatch, effeiSed 
many.nicer needs : the laft was the greateft, \>at that I 
have not ended- yet. 

2 Lord. If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires hafte to your 
Lordfhip. 

Ber. I mean, the bofinefs is not ended, ^s feariijg 
to hear of it hereafter. But {hall we have this dialogue 
between the fool and the foldier ? Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit medal; h'as deceived me, like a double- 
meaning prophefier. 

2 Lord. Bring him forth ; h' as fat in the flocks all 
. night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; Jiis heels have deferv'd it, in u- 
furping his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf ? 

1 Lord. I have told your Lordfhip already :. the flocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be under- 
ftood, he weeps like a wench tlnat h^d, fhed her milk ; 
he hath confefs'd himfelf _to Morgan, whom he fuppofts 
to-be a friar, from the time of his remembrat^ce, to this 
very inflant difafler of his fetting i' th*. flocks ; and 
what, think you, he hath confefs'd ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, .has he ? 

2 Lord. His confeiTion is taken, and it (hall be read to 
his f^ice : if your Lordfhip be in 't,' as I believe you are, 
you mufl have the patience to heai: it. 
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S C E N E . V. 

Ehtfr Parolles, ivii6 his Interpreter. 

Ber, A plague upon him, muffled ! he can fay no- 
thing of me ; hufh ! hufh ! 

I LorJ, Hoodman comes : Portotartarcjfa. 

hit. He calls for the tortures ; what will you fay 
■without 'em ? 

Par, I will confefs what I know without conftraint ; 
if ye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more. 

Int, Bojko chwturcho, 

2*Lcrd, Blhithindo chicurmurco. 

Int. You are a merciful General : our General bids 
you anfwer to what I fhall afk you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Int. Firll demand of him how many horfe the Duke 
is ftrong. What fay yow to tliat ? 

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unfer- 
riceable. The troops are all fcatter'd, and the com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 
credit, and as I hope to liv^. 

Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ? 

Par. Do; Til take the facraraent on*t, how and 
which way you will : all 's one to me. 

Ber. What a paft-faving flave is this ! 

1 Lord. Y' are deceived, my Lord ; this is Monfieur 
Parolles, the gallant mllitarift, that was his own phrafe» 
that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
fcarf, and the pracftice in the chape of his dagger, 

2 Lord. I will never truft a man again for keeping 
his fword clean ; nor believe he can have every thing 
in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. 

Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid (I will fay 
true) or thereabouts^ fet down, for Pll fpealc truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for 't in the nature he 
delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, fay. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. 
• Vol,. III. F 
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Parj, I humbly thank you. Sir : a truth 's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellcius -poor* 

Int, Demand of him of what ilrcngth they are afoot. 
What fay you to that ? 

Par, By. my troth, Sir, if I were to live this prefent 
hour, I will .tell trae. Let me fee; Spurio a hundred 
and fifty, Sebaftian fo-Jtruny, Corambus fo many, 
Jaques fo many ; Guiltiwa, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gra- 
tii, cwo hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, 
Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty 
each,: fo that the mufter-file, rotteja and found, upon 
my life, amounts not to fifteen thoufand poll ; half of 
the which dare not ihake the fnow from o£f their caf- 
focks, left they Ihake themfelves to pieces. 

Ber. What ihail be done to hina ? 

I Lord. Nothing; but let him have thanks. Dc- 
ipaod of him my conditions, and what credit I have 
with the Duke. 

Int, Well, that's fet down. You (hall demand of 
him, whether one Captain Dumain be i' th' camp, a ' 
Frenchman : what his reputation is with the Duke, 
What his valour, honefty, and expertneis in war ; or 
whether he thinks it were not poffible with, well -weigh- 
ing funjs of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. What fay 
you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

. Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular 
of the interrogatories » Demand them fingly. 

Int. Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him ; he was a botcher's prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipp'd for getting the flie- 
riff'^ fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could 
not &y him nay. 

Be'r. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; though 
I know his brains are forfeit to the next ti^e that falls. 

Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florence't 
camp ? 

Par- Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me, we ihall hear 
of your Lordfhip anon. 

Int, What is his reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Cuke knows him for no other but a poor 
x)fBccj of mine j .and writ to n.e the other day, to turt 
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him out o' th' band. I think I have his letter in my 
pocket. 

Int, Marry, we'll fearch. 

Par. In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either if i» 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's bther let- 
ters in my tent. 

Jnt. Here 'tis, here's a paper, (hall I read it to you ? 

Par, I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber, Our interpreter does it well. 

.1 Lord. Excellently. 

Jnt, piany the Count '/ afooh and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir ; that is att 
advertiferaent to a^ proper maid in Florence, one Diana, 
to take heed of the allurement of one Count RoufiUon, 
a foolifli idle boy ; but for all that very ruttilh. I pray 
you. Sir, put it up again. 

Int. Nay, I'll read it firft by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in 't, I proteft, was very liorierf in 
the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young Count 
to be a dangerous and Ikfcivious boy, who is a whale l% 
virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

£^. Damnable ! both fides rogue. 

Interpreter reads the lettef. 

W^hen befmears oaths ^ hid him drop gold^ and taie it. 

After he f cores y he never pays the fcore : 
Half 'won y is mat ch^mell made ; match ^ and 'well maki it : 

He ne'er pays after debts ^ take it before. 
Andfcr^y afoldier (Dian) told thee this : 
Men are to mell mjith^ boys are not to kifs. 
Fery count of this ^ the Counts a fool ^ I knonu it s 
Who pays before^ hut not 'when he does o*we it. . 

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear. 

Pa & o L L B s. 

Ber. He (hall be whipp'd through the array with this 
rhime in his forehead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend. Sir ; the mani- 
fold Hnguifl:, and the armipotent foldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and 
BOW he's a cat to me. 

Fa 
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Int, I perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, we fhall 
be fain toliang you. 

Par, My life, Sir, in any cafe ; not that I am afraid 
to die, but that my offences being many,^ I would re- 
pent oU^t the remainder of nature. Let me Hve,> Sir, in 
a dungeon, i* th' flocks,' any where, fo I may lire. 

//;/. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefi 
freely; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain t 
you have anfwer*d to his reputation with the Duke> 
and to his valour. What is his honeily ? 

Par, He will fteal. Sir, an tgg out of a cloifter j 
for rapes and ravifhments he parallels NeiTus. He pro- 
fefles no keeping of oaths; in breaking them he is 
flronger than Hercules. He will lye. Sir, with fuch vo- 
lubility, that you would think Truth were a fool t 
drunkennefs is his beft virtue, for he will be fwine- 
drunk ; and in his fleep he docs little harm, fave to hi« 
bed-cloaths about him ; but they know his conditions, 
and lay him in ftraw, I have but little more to fay. 
Sir, of his honefty ; he has every thing that an honeft 
man fhould not have ; what an honeft ma^ ihould have> 
be has nothing. 

I Lord, I beginjto love him for this. 

Ber, For this defcription of thine honefty ? a pox up- 
on him fo|- me, he is more and more a cat. 
. Int, What fay you to his expertnefs in war \ 

Par, 'Faith, Sir, h' as led the drum before the £ng- 
lifh tragedians : to bMye him, I will not ; and more of 
his foldierfliip I know not ; except in that country he 
had the honour to be the officer at a place there called 
XAile-end^ to inftrudl for the, doubling of files. I would 
do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not 
certain. 

I Lord, He hath out-villain*d villany fo far, that the 
rarity redeems him, 

Ber, A pox on him, he's a cat ftill. 

J/it, His qualities bping at this poor price, I need 
not to alt you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par, Sir, for a quart-d'ecu, he will fell the fee-fim- 
j>le of his falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th* 
entail from all remainders, and a perpetual fucceffioa 
for it perpetually* 
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Jnt, What 's his brother, the other Captain iXunau ? 

2 J^rd, Why does he aflc him of me f 

Int. What 'she? 

Par, E'en a crow^ o* th* fame ncft ; not altogether fb 
great as the ifirft in goodnefs, but greater a great -deal 
in evil. He excels ' his brother £qx^ a coward, yet his 
brother is reputed one of the beft that is. In a retreat 
he outrtms any lacquey; m^irry, in coming on . iie' hag 
the cramp. ' ^ ' 

Int. If your l^e be favcd, will you undertake to be- 
tray the Florentine ? 

Par, Ay, and the Captain of his Horfe, Count Rou* 
fillon. 

Ifit. I'll whifper with the General, -and know his 
pleafare. 

Par. I'll no more drumming, a plague of all drums ! 
Only to fcem to deferve well, and to beguile the fup- 
podtion of that lafcivious young boy the. Count, have I 
run into danger ; yet who would have fufpeded an am- 
buih where I was taken ? - \_AJide. 

Int. There is no remedy. Sir, but you muft die; the 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufly difcovered 
the fecrets of your army, and made fuch peiliferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ferve the world for 
uo honeft ufe ; therefore you ttiuft die. Come, headf- 
man, off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or le*t me fee my 
death. 

Int. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends. ' [Unbinding hhn. 

So, look about you ; kt>ow you any here ? 

Ber, Good morrow, noble Captain. 

2 Lo.rd, God blefs you, Captain Parolles. 

\ Lord. God fa ve- you, noble Captain. 

2 Lord, Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu ? I am for France. 

i Lord, Good Captain, will you give me a copy of 
that fame fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
Count Roufiilon ? if I were not a very coward, I'd 
compel it of you : but fare you well. {Exeunt. 

Int. -You are undone, Captam, all but. your fcarf; 
that has a knot on 't yet. 
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, Par. Who capnot be cmfh*d with a plot ? 
Jnt, If you could find out a country where but wo- 
men were that had receiv'd To much fhame, you might 
l?egin an impudent nation. Fare you well. Sir; I ana 
jfor. France top, we fhall fpcak of you there, [£'x//, 

. S C E N E VI, 

Paf. Yet am I thankful : if my heart werer greaf^ 
•Twould burft at this. Captain, I'll be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and deep as foft . . 
As Captain fhall. Simply the thing I am . 
Shall make me live r who knows himfelf a braggart, 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafsj. 
That every braggart fhall be found an afs. 
Ruft, fword! cool, blufhes J and, Parolles, live ' > 
Safeft in fhg.me! being fooPd, by fooPry thrive j > 
There 's place and means for ev*ry man alive, 3 

I'll after them. » [Exif^ 

S C . E N E VIT, 

Changes to the lusdoni/s hottfe at Flor^nce^ 

Enter Helena, JVido^y and Diana. 

HeL That yo^ may well perceive I have not ^fong'd 
One of the greateft in the Chriftian world [yoi^ 

Shall be my furety ; 'fore whofe throne 'tis- needful^ 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneeK 
Time was I did him a defired office 
Dear almoft as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep fbrtfr^ 
And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform 'd. 
His Grace is at -Marfeilles, to which place 
We have conyenient convoy ; you muil know^ 
I am fuppofed dead j the army breaking. 
My hufband hies him home; where. Heaven aiding^ ' 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome* 

Wid. Gen^tle Madam, 
You never had a fervant, to wh©fe truit 
TTour bufinefs was more welcome., 

HeL Nor you, Miflrefs^ 
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Ever ^ frkod^ whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recqmpenfe your love : doubt not, but Heav'n 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter'^ dowtgr. 
As it hath fated her to be my motive *, 
And helper to a huiband. But, O ftraoge men ! 
That can fuch fweet ufe make of what they hate. 
When fancy, trufting of the cozcn'd thoughts. 
Defiles the pitchy night ; fo luft.doth play 
With what it lothes, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
(Under my poor inftruftions), y«t muft faflfer ' 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honeily 
Go with your impofitions, I am your's 
Upon your will to fuffer. / 

HcL Yet I pray you : 
But with .the word the time will bring on fumraci*, * 
When briars ihall have leaves as well as thorns^ 
And be as fweet as fharp : we muft away. 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revyes us ; 
y///V nueli that ends nvell; ftillthe fine's the crown; 
Whate'er the courfe, the end is the renown. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE Vni. Changes to Roufillon in France^ 
Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clown. 

Laf, No, no, no ; your fon was mifled with a fmp'd'^ 
taffata fellow there, whofe villainous faffron would have 
made all the unBak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his 
colour "t. Your daughter-in-law had been alive at thi^. 
hour ; and yotfr fon here at home, more advantaged by 
the King, . than by that red-tail'd humble-bee I fpeak of. 

Count. I would I had not known him! It was th^ 
death of the moH virtuous gentlewoman that ever na-^ 
ture had praif<? for creating ; if (he had partaken of my 
flefh, and coH me the deareft groans of a mother, I 
could not have owed her a more rooted love. 
. Laf, 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady.. We 

• Motive for ajpftant, 

t Alluding to two fafliions then in vogue ; one of ufing yellow 
llarch for their nif& and baodsi the other of colouring |p&c with 
^dffiroxi* 
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may pick a thoafand faliets ere we light on (ach another 
herb. 

CU, Indeed, Sir, flie wa^ the fweet marjoram of the 
fallet« or rather the hefb of grace. 

Laf. They are not fallet-herbs, you knare, they are 
aofe-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir; I hare 
aot much fkili in grafs. 

Laf, Whether doil thou profefs thyfelf a knave x>r 
a fool ? 

do. A fool, Sir, at a woman's fervice ; and a knare, 
at a man's. 

Laf. Your difbindion ? 

Clo, I would cozen the man of his wife» and do his 
fervice. 

Laf, So you were a knave at his ferrice, indeed. 

Clo, And I would give his wife my folly. Sir, to dm 
her fervice. 

Laf, I will fubfcribe lor thee» thou art both knave 
and fool. 

Clo, At your fervice. 

Laf, No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, t can ferve as 
•great a prince as you are. 

Laf, Who 's that, a Frenchman ? 

Clo, 'Faith, Sir, he has an Englifh name; but hia 
phifnomy is more honoured in France than there *^ 

Laf What prince is that ? 

Clo, The black prince. Sir, alias the prince of dark- 
aefs, alias the devil. 

Laf Hold thee, there 's my purfe ; I give thee not 
this to feduce thee from thy mailer thou talk'ft of, ferve 
himftill. 

Clo, I'm a woodland fellow. Sir, that always lov'd a 
great fire, and the mafter I fpeak of ever keeps a good 
fire ; but, fure, he \i the prince of the world, let his 
nobility remain in *s court. I am for the houfe with the 
•narrow gate, which I take to be' too little for pomp to 
enter : fome, that humble themfelves, may ; but the 
jnany will be too chill and tender, and they *\\ be for the 
^ Alludiog to the darker coxnp lexions of the French. 
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flow'ry way that leads to the broad gate, and the great 
fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee, 
and I tell thee fo beforcf, becaufe I would not fall 
out with thee. Go thy ways, let my horfes be well 
looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo, If I put any tricks upon 'em, they (hall be jades* 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature, 

Laf. A (hrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count, So he is. My Lord, that 's gone, made him- 
ielf much fport out of him ; by his authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a patent for his faucinefs ; and 
indeed he has no. pace, but runs where he will, 

Laf» I like him well, *tis not amifs ; and I was a- 
bout to tell you, fince I heard of the good lady's 
death, and that my Lord your fon was upon his return 
home, I moved the King my mafter to fpeak in the 
behalf of my daughter; which, in the minority of them 
both, his Majefty, out of a felf-gracious reinembrance,. 
did firft propofe. His Highnefs hath promifed me to do 
k ; and to ftop up the difpleafure he hath conceived a- 
gainft your fon, there is no fitter matter. How do's 
your Ladyfhip like it ? 

Count. With very much content, my Lord, and I wiih 
it happily efFe(fted. 

Laf, His Highnefs comes poft from Marfeilles, of as 
able a body as when he numbe4^'d thirty; he will be 
here to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in fuch 
intelligence hath feldom faiPd. 

Count. It rejoices ];ne, that hope, that I ihall fee him 
ere I die. I have lettere, that my fon will be here to- 
night : 1 (hall befeech your Lordihip to remain with me 
till they meet together, 

* Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners 1 
inight fafely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable privi* 
lege. 

Laf, Lady, of that I have made a bold charter 5 
but I thank my God it holds yet. 
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Enter CfowB. 

Clo, O Madam! yonder 's my Lord, your foil, with 
a patch of velvet on *s face ; whether there be a fear un- 
der 't, or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch 
of velvet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a 
half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count, A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a good 
livery of honour. So belike is that. 

Clo, But it is your carbinado'd face *» 

La/, Let us go fee your fon, I pray you : I long to 
talk with the young noble foldier. 

Clo. Taith, there 's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine 
hats and moft courteous feathers, which bow the head* 
and nod at «very man. [^Exeunt. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

ne court of France y at Ma rfe files. 

Enter Helena, Widowyand Piana, nvith t*wo attendants. 

HeL T3 ^T this exceeding poftiog day and night 

X) Muft wear your fpirits low ; we cannot help it. 
But fince you 've made the days and nights as one. 
To wear your gentle limbs in ray affairs ; 
Be bold, you do fo grow in my requital. 
As nothing can unroot you. In hrppy time, 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his Majefty's ear, " 

If he would fpend his power. God fave you. Sir. 

Gent, And you. 

Hel, Sir, I have feen you in the court of France. 

Gent, I have been ibmetimes there, 

Hel, I do prefume. Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodnefs ; 
And therefore, goaded with moil (harp occafions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 

* The joke, fuch as it is, confids in the allufion to a wound made 
with a carabine ; arms which Henry IV. had made faaoui, Vy 
tqn^g into ufe axnongft his horfe. Mr ffarhurttu. 
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The life of your own Tirtues, for the whkli 
I fhall continue thankful. 

C^Ht, What 's your will ? 

HeL That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor petition to the King; 
And aid me with that ftore of power you hare* 
To conle into his prefence. 

Gent^ Tlie King *s not here, 

HeJ. Not here. Sir ? 

Gent, Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd lail night, afid with more haftc 
Than is his ufe. 

JVfd. Lord, how we lofe our pains I 

Hel, Mi's ixjell that ends ivell yet, 
Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit. 
I do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rouiillon, 
Whither I *m going. 

HeL I befeech you. Sir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before m,e. 
Commend this paper to his gracious hand ; 
Which, T prefume, fhall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good fpeed 
0»r means will make us means. 

Gent, This I 'li do for you. 

HeJ. And you fhall find yourfelf to be well thank'd. 
Whatever fails more. We muft to horfc again. 
Go, go, provide. lExeunt. 

SCENE II. Changes to RouftlUn^ 
Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par, Good Mr Levatch, give my Lord Lafeu thit 
letter: I have ere now, air, been better known to you, 
when I have held /amiliarity with frefher cloaihs ; but 
I am now, Sir, muddied in Fortune's moat, and fmeli 
fomewhat ftrong of her flrong difpleafure. 

Ch, Truly, Fortune's difpleafure is but fluttiih, if it 
fmell.fo ftrongly as thou fpeak'ft of: I vnW henceforth 
cat iw fifji pf For]f line's butt'xing. Pr'ythee, allow the 
wind* 
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Par. Nay, you need not to ftop xour nofe. Sir; I 
fpake but by a metaphor/ 

Clo, Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, 1 will ftop 
ray nofe againft any man's metaphor, Pr'ythee, get 
thee further. 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo, Fob ! p^;-'ythee, ftand away; a paper from For- 
tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman !' look, here 
he comes himfelf. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or Fortune's cat, (but 
not a mufk-cat), that hath fall'n into the unclean fifh- 
pond' of her difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied 
withal. Pray you. Sir, ufe the carp as you may ; for 
he looks Jike a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolifh, ra- 
fcally knave. I do pity his diftrefs in my fimilies of 
comfort, and leave him to your Lordfhip. \ 

Par, My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
fcratch'd. 

Laf, And what would you have me to do ! 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd 
^the, knave with Fortune, that fhe Ihould fcratch you, who 
of herfelf is a good lady, and would not have knaves 
thrive long under her ? there's a quart-d^ecu for you*i 
let the juftices make you and Fortune friends ; I am for 
other bufinefs. / 

Par. I befeech your Honour to hear me one fingle 
word. 

Laf, You beg a (ingle penny more : come, you fhall 
ha't, fave your word. 

Par, My name, my good Lord, is Parolles. 
'^ Laf, You beg more than one word then. Cox' my 
paflion ! give me your hand : how does your drum ? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firft that found 
me. 

Laf. Was I, in footh ? and I was the firft that loft 
thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my Lord, to bring me in fomc 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf, Out upon thee, knave ! doft thou put upon mc 
9X once both the oiHce of God and the devil? one 
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brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. 
\Sou7id trumpets. 1 The King's coming, I know, by his 
trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, I had talk 
of you laft night ; tho' you are a fool and a knave, you 
ihall cat ; go to, follow. 

Par. I praife God for you, [^Exeunt. 

SCENE m. 

Flour tjh. Enter King, Countefs, Lafeu, the tivo French 
Lords, 'with attendants » 

King. We loft a jewel of her, our efteem * 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your fon. 
As mad in folly, lack'd the fenfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 

Count. 'Tis paft, my Liege ; 
And I befeech your Majefty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i' tb* blaze of youth, 
When oil and fire, too ftrong for reafon's force, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

Kin^. My honoured Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him. 
And watch'd the time to fhoot. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 
But firft I beg my pardon j the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his mother, and his lady, 
OflFence of mighty note ; but to himfelf 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife, 
Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey 
Of richeft eyes ; whofe words all ears took captive ; 
Whofe dear perfedion, hearts that fcorn'd to ferve. 
Humbly call'd Miftrefs. .. 

King. Praifing what is loft. 
Makes the remembrance dear. Weil— —-call him 

hither ; 
We're reconcil'd, and the firft view fhall kill 
All repetition : let him not aik our pardon. 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 

♦ Efteem is here ufcd for ejHmation. in the f«if« ot-worth. ejfat*^ 
Vol. III. G 
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Th* incenfing relics of it. Let him approach, 
A ftranger, no offender ; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he fhould. 

Gent. I fhall, ray Liege. £Exif. 

King, What fays he to your daughter ? Have you 
fpoke ? 

Laf. All that he is, hath reference to your Highnefs. 

King, Then fhall we h^ve a match. I have letters 
fent me. 
That fet him high in fame. 

SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on't. 

King, Vm not a day of feafon. 
For thou may'ft fee a fun-fhine and a hail 
In me at once ; but to the brighteft beams 
Diftraded clouds give way ; fo Hand thou forth, 
The time^is fair ^gain, 

Ber, My high-repented blames. 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King, All is whole. 
Not one word more of the confumed time. 
Let *s take the bftant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick^ decrees 
Th' inaudible and poifelefs foot of time 
Steals, ere we ean effed them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

Ber, Admiringly, my Liege. At firft 
I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where .the imprellion of mine eye infixing. 
Contempt his fcornful perfpe(ftive did lend me. 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour ; 
Scorch'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftol'n ; 
Extended or contradled all proportions 
To a moft hideous objed : thence it came. 
That fhe whom all men prais'd, and whom myfelf, 
Since I have loft, have lov*d, was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it. 

King, Well excus'd : 
That thou do'ft love her, ftrlkes fome fcores away 
From the great 'compt ; but lore that comes too late, 
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Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried, 
To the great fender turns a four offence. 
Crying, that's good that's gone : our j*afh faults 
Make trivial price of ferious things we have. 
Not knowing them until we know their grave. 
Oft our difpleafures, to ourfelves unjuft, 
Deflroy our friends, and, after, weep their duft ; 
Our own love waking cries to fee what's done. 
While fhameful hate fleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this fweet Helen's knell; and now forget her. 
Send forth your amqrous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we '11 ftay 
To fee our widower's fecond marriage-day :, 

Count. Which bettep than the firft, O dear Heav'o 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceafe ! [blefs, 

Laf» Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name 
Muft be digefted : give a favCur from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter. 
That (he may quickly come. By my old beard, 

[Bertram gives a ring. 
And every hair that 's on 't, Helen, that *s dead, 
Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as this. 
The laft time e'er (he took her leave at court, 
I faw upon her finger. 

Ber. Her's it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it : for mine eye. 
While I was fpeaking, oft was faften'd to 't. 
This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade Jier, if her fortunes ever ftood 
Neceffitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave Eer 
Of what (hould ftead her moft ? 

Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fb. 
The ring was never her's. 

Count. Son, 6h my life, 
I've feen her wear it, and fhe rcckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 

La/. I'm fure I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You arc deceiv'd, my Lord, flie nerer fawttr 
In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me. 
Wrapped in a paper, which contained the u^Mfi 
G 2 
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Of her that threw it. NoUe (he was, and thought 
I flood engag'd ; but when I had fubfcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and informed her fully, 
I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour 
As (he had made the overture, fhe ceas'd 
In heavy fatisfadion, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King, Plutus himfelf. 
That knows the tindt and multiplying raedicllie. 
Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience, 
Than I have in this ring, 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you : then if you know. 
That you are well acquainted with yourfelf, 
Confefs 'twas her's, and by what rough inforcement 
You got it from her. She calPd the faints to furety> 
That (he would never put it from her finger, 
Unlefs fhe gave it to yourfelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come), or fent it us 
Upon her great difafter. 

Ber. She never faw it. 

King. Thou fpeak'ft it falfely, as I love mine ho* 
nour ; 
And mak*ft conje<fl'ral fears to come into me. 
Which I would fain (hut out. If it fliould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman — 'twill not prove fo— 
And yet I know not — thou didft hate her deadly^ 
And fhe is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe 
Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe. 
More than to fee this ring. Take him away. 

[Guards feize BertnuR* 
My forepaft proofs, howe'er the matter fall. 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity. 
Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him. 
We '11 fift this matter further. 

Ber, If you fhall prove 
This ring was ever her*s, you fhall as eafy 
Prove that I hufbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet fhe never was. [£'x// Beitrwna guardid. 

SCENE V. Enter a Gentleman. 

King. I'm wrapp'd in difmal thinkings. 
Cent, Gracious Sovereign, 
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Whether IVe been to bJame or no, I know not : 

Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath fomt four or five removes come ffiort 

To tender it herfelf. I undertook it, 

Vanquifh'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech 

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this,. I know. 

Is here attending : her bufinefs looks in her 

With an importing vifage ; and fhe told nac. 

In a iweet verbal brief, it did concera 

Tour Highnefs with herfelf. 

'The King reads a letter. 

* Upon hii many prot eft at ions to marry mey*when hrs w/g 
nuas dead, I bluft? to Jay it, he nvon me, JVonv // the' 
Count Roujillon a <wido^ery his vonx>s are forfeited to 
mcy and my honour^ s paid to him^ 'Hefolefroni Flo- 
rence, taking no leave, and I follonx) him to this coun" 
try for jnjiice : grant it me, King, in you it heji lies - 
otheriuife a feducer fl^urifhesy and a poor maid is un- 
done, 

Diana Capulet* 

Laf I will buy me a fon-in-Iaw in a fair, and toll 
for him : for this, Pll none of him. > 

King, The heavens have thought well on thee, La^ 
feu. 
To bring forth this difcovVy. Seek thefe fuitors t 
Go fpeedily, and j)riiig again the Count. 

E^ter Bertram. 
I am afraid the life of Helen (Lady) 
Was foully fnatch'd. 

Count, Now ]:uftice on the doers I 
King, \ wonder. Sir, wives are fo monffrous to 
you. 
And that you fly them as you fwear to them ; 
Yet you defire to wed. What woman's that? 
Enter Widow, ajid Diana. 
T>ia, I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine^ 
Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 
My fuit, as I do underftand, you know. 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied'.. 
G ^ 
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JVid. I am her mother. Sir, wh6fe age and honour 
Both fuflPer under this complaint we bring, 
And both fhall ceafe without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, ' Count I da you know thefe 
women ? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 

Dia, Why do you look fo ftrange upon your wife? 

Ber, She 's none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you fhall marry. 
You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heav'n's vows, and thofe are mine j 
You give away myfelf, which is known mine ; 
For I by vow am fo embodied your's. 
That fhe which marries you, mmt marry me. 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too fhort for my dau^- 
ter, you are no hufband far her-. [To Bertram. 

Ber. My Lord, this is^a fond and defp'rate creature, 
'Whom fometin]« I have laugh'd with : let your High- 

nefs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that I would fink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ili to 
friend, 
TilT your deeds gain them : fairer prove your honour^ 
Than m my thought it lies t 

Dia. Good my Lord, 
A(k him upon his oath,, if he does think 
He had not my virginity.. 

J^ng. What fay'ft thou to her ? 

Ber. She 's impudent, my Lord ; 
'And was a common gamefter to the camp. ' 

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were fa. 
He might have bought me at a common price^ 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 
Whofe high refped and rich validity 
Did lade a parallel : yet for all that. 
He gave it to a commoner o' th' camp. 
If I be one. 

Count.. He blufhes, and 'tis his; 
Of fix preceding anceftors^ that gen* 
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Conferr'd by teftament to th* fequent iflue, 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife. 
That ring's a thoufand proofs. 

King, Methougbt you faid 
You faw one here in court could witnefs it. 

Uia, I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce 
So bad an inftrument ; his name 's Parolles, 
Laf. I_faw the man to-day, if man he be. 
King. Find him, and bring him hither. 
Ber. What of him? 
He *s quoted for a moft perfidious flave. 
With all the fpots o' th' world tax'd arid debofli'd^ , 
Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truths 
Am I or that or this, for what he '11 utter. 
That will fpeak any thing ? 

King, She hath that ring of your's, 
Ber. I think fhe has ; certain it is I lik'd her. 
And boarded her i' th' wanton way of youth. 
She knew her diilance, and did angle for me> 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint ; 
As all impediments in fancy's courfe 
Are motives of more fancy : and, in fine. 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subda'd me to her rate : (he got the ring ; 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia. I muft be patient : 
You that tum'd off a firft fo noble wife. 
May juftly diet me *. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a hufband). 
Send for your ring, I will return it h(>me^ 
And give me mine again. 
Ber, I have it not. 

King, What ring was ydur's, I pray you .' 
Dia, Sir, much like the fame upon your finger. 
King, Know you this ring ? this ring was his of k'te, 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
King^ The ftory then goes faMe, you threw it him 
Out of a cafcment. 

Dia„ I have fpoke the truth. 

* j". e. ufc mc harfhly. A phi-afc taken from the icvcre mctlvo^ 
taken in curiug the venereal diibrder^ 
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SCENE VI. Enter ParoUes.' . 

Ber, My Lord, I do confefs the ring was her's. 

King. You boggle fhrewdly, every feather fiarts 
you 1— 
Is this the man you fpeak of? 

Dla, It is, my Lord. 

King, Tell me, firrah, but tell me true, I charge 
ydu. 
Not fearing the difpleafure of your nxafter. 
Which on your juft proceeding I *11 keep off; 
By :him and by this woman, here, what know you ? 

Par. So pleafe your Majefty, my mailer hath been ant- 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him^ 
which Gentlemen have. 

King, Come, come, to the purpofe ; . did he love 
this woman ? 

Par, 'Faith, Sir, he did love her ; but how ? 

King, How, I pray you \ , . 

Par, He did love her. Sir, as a Gentleman loves a 
woman, - , • ■ 

King, Haw is that ? 

Par, He Jov'd her. Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King, As thou art a knave, and no knave ; what an 
equivocal companion is this ? - 

Par, I am a poor man, and at your Majefty's com- 
mand. 

Laf. He 's a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty 
orator, 

Dia. Do you know he promised me marriage ? 

Par, Taith, I know more than I '11 fpeak. 

King, But wilt thou not fpeak all them know'ft ? , 

Par, Yes, fo pleafe your Majcfty. I did go between 
them, as I faid : but more than that, he lov'd Jier ; 
for indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, 
. and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not wJiat ; 
yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that L 
knew- of their going *to bed, and of other motions, as 
promifing her marriage, and things that woald derive 
me ill-will to fpeak of j therefore I will not fpeak what 
I know. 

King, Thou haft fpokea.aJil akeady, unlefs thou caa'it 
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fay they swe married : but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence ; therefore ftand afidc. This ring, you fay, waa 
your's ? 

Dia, Ay, my good Lord. 

Ki»^, Where did you buy it i or who gave it you ? 

Dia, It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dsa. It was not lent me neither. 

Ksng. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia, I found it not. 

King. If it were y6ur*s by none of all thefe ways. 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

La/\ This woman 's an eafy glove, my Lord, fht 
goes oflT and on at pleafure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife. 

Dia. It might be your's, or her's, for aught I know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now ; 
To prifon with her : and away with him. 
Unlefs thou tell*ft me where thou hadfl this ring. 
Thou dieft within this hour. 

Dia. I '11 never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I *11 put in bail, my Liege. 

King. I think thee now fome common cuftomer. 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this 
while ? 

Dia. Becaufe he 's guilty, and he is not guilty ; 
He knows I am no maid, and he '11 fwear to 't ; 
I'll fwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life; 
I'm either maid, or elfc this old man's wife. 

[^Pointing t& Lafeu. 

King. She does abufe our ears : to prifon with her, 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, Royal Sir. 

lExit Widow, 
The jeweller that owes the ring is fent for. 
And he (hall furety me. But for this Lord, 

[TV Bcrtramii 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf. 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I ^uit hioj^^ 
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TWELFTH NIGHT; 

or, What you will. 

DR.AMATIS PERSONS. * 



OrsTno, Duke of Jllyria^ ■ 
Scbaftian.fljPoaM^ Gentleman, 8ro- 

ther to Viola, 
Antouio, a Jea-captain, friend to 

Sebaftian, 
Valentine. "> Gentlemen atten&ng 
Curio, S on the Duke. 
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia, 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, afoolijh 

knigbtt pretending to Olivia, 
Afea-captaitty friend to Viola, 



Fabian, fervant to OSvia, 
Malvolio, afantaftical Jieivard f 

Olivia, 
Clown t fervant to OBvia. 

Olivia, a lady of great beauty and 

fortune, belov*d by the Duke, 
Viola, in love with the Duke, 
Maria, Olivia* s -woman, 

Priejlsy Sailors, Officers, and other 
Attendants, 



SCENE, a city on the coaft of Jllyria, 
i^^^^^^^^^^**^^^^^^ ♦♦♦4- ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

ACTL SCENE I. 



Duh.*' 



The palace. 
Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords, 

IF mufic be the food of love, play on ; 
Give me excefs of Tt ; that, furfeiting 



The appetite, love may flcken, and fo die. 
** That ftrain again ; — ^it had a dying fall : 
<« O, it came o'er my ear, like the fweet fouth, 
" That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
*• Stealing, and giving odour. Enough !— no more ; 
*Tis not fo fweet now, as.it was before. 
O fpirit of love, how quick and frefh art thou ! 
That, notwithftanding thy capacity" 
Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there. 
Of what validity and pitch foe'er. 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute ; fo full of fliapes in fancy. 
That it alone is hight fantaftical. 
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Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord ? 

Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I hare. 
O, when my eyes did fee Olivia firft, 
Methought (he purg'd the air of peftilence ; 
That inftant was I turn'd into a hart^ 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds,* 
E*er fince purfue me; How now,- what news from her ? 
Enter Valentine. 

VaJ. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted. 
But from her handmaid do return this anfwer. 
The element itfelf, till feven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample ^iew ; 
But, like a cloiftrefs, fhe will veiled walk. 
And water once a-day her chamber round 
With -eye-offending brine ; all this to .feafon 
A brother's dead love, which fhe would keep frefh 
And lafting in her fad remembrance, 

Duke. O I (he that hath a heart of that fine frame. 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
. How will fhe love, when die rich golden (haft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affedlions tKo, 
That live in her ? when liver, brain, and heart. 
Three fov'reign thrones, are all fupply'd, and filPd, 
(0 fweet perfedlion !), with one felf-iame King ! 
Away before me to fweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 

\^Exeunt. 

SCENE IL Theflreet. 
Enter Viola, a Captain, and failors . 

Vio, What country, friends, is this ! 

Cap. Illyria, Lady. 

Vio. And what (hould I do in Illyria ? 

My brother he is in Elyfium. 

Perchance he is not drown'd; what think you, failoi^ ! 

Cap. It is perchance that you yourfelf were fav'd. 

Vio. O my poor brother ! fo perchance may he be. 

Cap. True, Madam : and to comfort you with chance. 
Vol, IIL H 
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Aflure yourfelf, after our fhip did fplit. 

When yoq, and that poor number fav*d with you. 

Hung on our driving boat ; I faw your brother, 

Moft provident in peril, bind himfelf 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the pradice) 

To a ftrong maft, that liv'd upon the fea ; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves. 

So long as I could fee. 

Vio» For faying fo, there's gold. 
Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope. 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority. 
The hke of him. Know'ft thoU this country ? 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here! 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vfo> What is his name ? 

Cap, Orfmo, 

Vio, Orjinol I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap, And fo is now, or was fo very late : 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas fre(h in murmur (as you know. 
What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did feek the love of fair "Olivia. . 

Vio. What's fliQ? 

Cap, A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy'd fome twelvemonths fmce, then leaving her 
In the protedion of his fon, her brother. 
Who fhortly alfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love. 
They fay, fhe hath abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio, O that I ferv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occafion mellow. 
What my ellate is ! 

Cap. That were hard to compafs; 
Becaufe (he will admit no kind of fuit. 
No, not the Duke's. 

Via. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain ; 
And tho* that nature with a beauteous wall 
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Doth oft clofe in pollution ; yet of thee, 

I will believe thou haft a mind that fuits 

With this thy fair and outward character : 

1 pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufly. 

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 

For fuch difguife as, haply, fhall become 

The form of my intent. I *11 ferve this Duke } 

Thou (halt prefent me as an eunuch to him. 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fing. 

And fpeak to him. in many forts of mufic. 

That will allow me very worth his fervice. 

What* elfe may hap, to time I will commit ; 

Only fhape thou thy filcnce to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute 1 11 be ; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Ffo, I thank thee ; lead me on. {^Exeunt, 

SCENE III. j4n apartment in Olivia's boufe. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

Sir To, What a plague means my niece, to take the 
death of her brother thus f I am fure care's an enemy 
to life. 

Mar. By my troth. Sir Toby, you muft come in ear- 
lier a- nights ; your niece, my Lady, takes great excep- 
tions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted . 

Mar, Ay, but you muft confine yourfelf within the 
modeft limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine, I '11 confine royfelf no finer than I 
am ; thefe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and fo 
be thefe boots too ; an they be not, let them hang 
themfelves in their own ftraps. - 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you ; I 
heard my Lady talk of it yefterday, and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar, Ay, he. 

Sir To, He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria, 

Mar. What's that to th' purpofe ? 
H 2 
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Sir To. Why, he has. three thoufand ducats a-year. 

Mar, Ay, but he'll have but a year in all thefe du- 
cats : he 's a very fool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you'H fay fol he plays o' th* viof- 
de-gambo> and fpeaks three or four languages word for 
word without book, and hath all the good gifts of na- 
ture. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, alraoft natural ; for be- 

fides that be 's a fool, he 's a great quarreller ; and but 
that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the guA he 
hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he 
would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels. and fub- 
traflors that fay fo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he 's drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To. With dnnking healths to my niece. I '11 drink 
to her a^ long as there's a paflage in my throat,, and 
drink in Illyria. He ^s a coward, and a coyftril, that 
will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o' th' toe 
like a paii{h-top. What, Wench? Caftiliano voLto* i 
for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, 

SCENE IV. Enter Sir An^r^vr. 

S'lr Jnd. Sir Toby Belch ! how now» Sir Toby Belck t 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew \ 

Sir And. Blefs you, fair fhrew,^ 

Mar. And you too. Sir. 

Sir To. Accoil, Sir Andrew, accoft.— — -» 

Sir And, What's that ? " 

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Accoft» I defire better ac- 
quaintance. , - " ' 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

'Sir And. Good Miftrefs Mary Accoft, — 

Sir To. You miftake, Knight : Accoft is, front her, 
board her, woo her, afiail her. 

* In Engliih, Put on your Caftilian eountcnancc ; that is, your 
grave, (blemn looks. 
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Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her ia 
this company. Is that the meaning oi accofi? 
Mar* Farq you well. Gentlemen. 
Sir To. An thou let her part fo^ Sir Andrew, would 
thou might'ft never draw fword again. 

Sir And, An you part fo, Miftreft, I would I might 
never draw fword again. Fair Lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand ? 

Mar, Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 
Sir And. Marry, but you fhall have, and here's my 
hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free. I pray you, bring 
your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, fw«et heart ? what^s your me- 
taphor ? 

Mar. It's dry, Sir. 

Sir And. Why, I think fo : I am not fuch an afs, 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft ? 
Mar. A dry jeft. Sir. 
Sir And. Are you full of them ? 
Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's ends r 
marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. 

[^Exit. Maria. 
Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary : 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

^Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee 
canary put me down : methinks fomfetimes I have no 
more wit than a Chriftian, or an ordinary man has ; 
but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To. Noqueftion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forfwear it. I'll 
ride home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. PourquoyP my dear Knight ? 
Sir And. What is Pourquoyy do, or not do ? I would 
I had beftowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O had I but fol- 
low'd the arts 1 

Sir To. Then hadflthou had an excellent head of hair. 
Sir And* Why, would that have mended fey hair ? 
Sir To. Paft qucftion ; for thoa feeft it will not curl 
by nature. 
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Sir And, But it becomes me well enough , does *t not ? 

Sir To. Excellent ! it hangs like flax on a diftaff ; 
and I hope to fee a houfewife take thee between her 
legs, and fpin it off. 

Sir And. 'Faith, I'll home to-morrow,. Sir Toby; 
your niece will not be feen ; or, if fhe be, it's four to 
•one fhe '11 none of nie : the Duke himfelf here, hard 
by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She'll none o' th" Duke: fhe'fl not match 
above her degree, neither in.eftate, years, nor wit; I 
have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life iff't, man. 

Sir And. I'll flay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o' th' flrangeft mind i' th' world. I delight in malks and 
revels fometimes altogether. 

Sir To, Art thou good at thefe kickfhaws, Knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatfoever he be^ 
: under the degree of my betters^; and yet I will not 
compare with an old man* 

Sir To. What, is thy excellence in a galliard. Knight ? 

Sir And. 'Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick*, Cmply 
as fll'ong as any man in Illyria. 

^/> To, Wherefore are thefe things hid ? M-herefore 
liave thefe gifts a curtain before them' ? are they like to 
take dufl, Mke Miflrefs Mali's picture ? Why dofl thou 
not go to church in a galhard, and come home in a co- 
ranto ? My very walk fhouM be a jig \ I would not fo 
much as make water, but in a dnque-pace. What doft 
. thou mean ? is it . a world to hide virtues in ? I did 
think, by the excellent conflitutioa of thy kg, it was- 
form'd under the flar of a galliard.. 

Sir And, Ay, 'tis flrong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-colour'd ftocking. Shall we fet about fbme 
revels ? 

Sir To. What fhall we do elfe ? were we not bora 
uuder Taurus ? 

Sir^And, Taurus ? that's fides and heart. - 

Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
thee caper ; ha ! higher: ha, ha !—— excellent. 

\^Exeunt. 
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SCENE V. Changes to the palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man^j attire, 

Val. If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you^ 
Cefario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no 
ftranger. 

V'io. You either fear his humour, or my negligence^ 
that you call in queftion the -continuance of his love. Is 
he inconftant. Sir, in his favours ? 

Val, No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants^ 

Vio, I thank you. Here comes the Duke. 

Duke, Who law Cefario,. hoa ? 

Vio, On your attendance, my Lord, here. 

Duke, Stand you a while aloof. Cefario,. 

Thou know'ft no lefs, but all : I have unclafp'd 
To thee the book even of my fecret foul. 
Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her ;: 
Be not deny*d accefs ; ftand at her doors. 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow^ 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio, Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If fhe be fo abandoned to' her forrow 
As it is fpoke, Ihe never will admit me. 

Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds^ 
Rather than make i^nprofited return. 

Vio, Say, I do fpeak with her, njyLord; what then f 

Duke, O, then, unfold the pafHon of my love ;, / 
Surprife her with difcourfe of my dear faith ;. 
It fliall become thee well to a£t my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth. 
Than in a nuncio of more grave afpedt. 

Vio. I think not fo, my Lord, 

Duke, Dear lad, believe it : 
For they fhall yet belye thy happy years^ 
That fay thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pfpe 
Is as the maiden's organ, fhrill, and found, 
And all is femblative a woman's part^ 
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I know thy conftellation is right apt 

For this affair : fome four or five attend him; , 

All, if you will ; for I myfelf am beft 

When leaft in company. Profper well in this. 

And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. I'll do my beft 
To woo your Lady ; yet a barful ftrife ! 
Whoe'er I woo, myfelf would be his wife. {^Exeunt, 

SCENE VL Changes to Olivia'/ houfe. 
Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar, Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or 
I will not open my lips fo wide as a briftle may enter in 
way of thy excufe ; my Lady will hang thee for thy 
abfence. 

Clo, Let her hang me ; he that is well hang'd in this 
world, needs fear no colours. 

Mar, Make that good. 

Ch, He fhall fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten anfwer. I can tell thee where 
that faying was born, of I fear no colours, 

Clo, Where, good Miftrefs Mary ? 

Mar, In the wars ; and that may you be bold to fay 
in your foolery, 

Ch, Well, God give them wifdom that have it; and 
thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar, Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab- 
fent, or be turn'd away ; is not that as good as a hang- 
ing to you ? 

Clo, Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, let fummer bear it out. 

Mar, You are refblute, then ? 

Clo, Not fo neither ; but I am rcfolv'd on two points. 

Mar, That if one break, the other will hold ; or if 
both break, your gafkins fall. 

Clo, Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy 
way ; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as 
witty a piece 'of Eve's flefh as any in Illyria. 
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Mar, Peace, you rogue, no more o' that. Here comes 
my Lady ; make your excafe wifely, you were beft. 

lExit. 

SCENE. VII. Enter OKvia, and Malvolio, 

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into a good 
fooling ! Thofe wits that think they have thee, do very 
oft prove fools ; and 1 that am fure- 1 lack thee, may 
pais for a wife man. For what fays Qoinapalus ? Bet- 
ter be a witty fool than a foolifh wit. Grod blefs thee. 
Lady ! 

OIL Take the fool away. 

Clo, Do you not hear, fellows ? take away the Lady, 

Oli. Go to, y ' are a dry fool ; I'll no more of you ; 
befides, you grow difhoneft. 

Clo, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good coun* 
fel will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 
fool not dry. Bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf ; if 
he mend, he is no longer difhoneft ; if he cannot, let 
the botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended, is 
but patch'd ; virtue that tranfgrefles, is but patch 'd with 
fin ; and fin that amends, is but patch'd with virtue. 
If that this fimple fyllogifm will ferve, fo ; if it will 
not, what remedy? as there is no true cuckold but ca« 
lamity, fo beauty's a flower : the Lady bade take away 
the fool; therefore I fay again, take her away. 

Oil. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo* Mifprifion in the highcft degree. Lady, Cu^ 

culius non facit monachum ; that's as much as to fay„ 
I wear not motley in my brain. Good Madona, give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 

Oil, Caa you do it ? 

Clo, Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

OIL Make your proof. 

Clo\ I muft catechife you for it, Madona ; good mjr 
moufe of virtue, anfwer me, 

OIL Well, Sir, foi want of other idlenefs, I'll bide 
your proof. 

Clo,. Good Madona ^ why mourn 'ft thou ? 

OIL Good fool, for my brother's death.. 

Clo, I think his fi:)ul is in. hell, Madona.. 

Qli. I know his foul is in heav'n, fooL 
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C/o. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother's foul being in heav'n. Take away the 
fool. Gentlemen. 

0/i, What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? doth he 
not mend ? 

Mai. Yes, and fhall do, till the pangs of death 
fliake him. Infirmity, that decays the wile, doth ever 
make better the fool. 

C/o. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increafing^ your folly ! Sir Toby will be fwom 
that I am no fox ; but he will not pafs his word for two 
pence that you are no fool. 

0/i. How fay you to that, Malvolio? 

jyia/^ I marvel your Ladyfhip takes d.elight in fach 
a barren rafcal. I faw him put down the other day with 
an ordinary fool, that has no mofe brain than a ftone. 
Look you now, he 's out of his guard already ; unleft 
you laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gagg'd. 
1 proteft, I take thefe wife men that crow fo at thefe 
fet kind of fools, no better than the fools' Zanies.. 

0/i. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio, and 
tafte with a diftemperjd appetite. To be generous, 
guiltlefs, and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things 
for bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets : there is 
no dander in an allowed fool, though he do nothing 
but rail ; nor no railing in a known difcreet man* 
though he. do nothing but reprove, 

C/o. Now, Mercury endue thee with pleafing, for 
thou fpeak'fl well of fools ! 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle- 
man much defires to fpeak with you. 

0/i, Trom the Count Orfino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not. Madam j 'tis a fair young man, 
and well atteaded. 

0/i. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle, 

0/i. Fetch him- ojff, I pray you ; he fpeaks nothing 
but madman: fie on him! Go you, Malvolio; if it be 
a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home : 
what you wiU, to difmifs it. \E^it Malvolio.] Nowi 
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you fee. Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people 
diflike it. 

Clo. Thou baft fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy el deft 
fon fhould be a fool : whofe feu 11 Jove cranx with brains, 
for here comes one of thy kin has a raoft weak pia 
mater ! 

S G E N E VIII. Enter Sir Toby. 

OH. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at 
the gate, uncle \ 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

OH. A gentleman I what gentleman ? 

Sir To, 'Tis a gentleman-heir, A plague o' thefc 

pickle herring ! how now, fot ? 

Clo. Good Sir Toby, 

OH. Uncle, uncle, how have you come fo early by 
this lethargy ? ' 

Sir To. Letchery ! I defy letchery. There's one at 
the gate. 

OH. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not : 
give me faith, fay I. Well, it *s all one. [£.v//. 

OH. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo, Like a drown'd roan, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool, the fecond 
mads him, and a third drowns him. ^"— 

Oil. Go thou and feek the coroner, and let him fit o' 
my uncle ; for he's in the third degree of drink ; he 's 
drown 'd : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad-yet, Madona, and the fool (hall 
look to the madman. [^x// Clown. 

Enter MalvoKo. 

Mai. Madam, yond ^oung fellow fwears he will 
fpeak with you. I told him you were fick; he takes on 
him to underftand fo much, and therefore comes to 
fpeak with you. I told him you were afleep ; he feems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore 
comes to fpeak with you. What is to be faid to him. 
Lady \ he's fortified againft any denial. 

OH. Tell him he fhall not fpeak with me. 

Mai. He has bfeen told fo ; and he fays, he '11 ftand 
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at your door like a (herifF's poft *, and be the fupporter 
to a bench, but he '11 fpeak with you. 

Oli. What kind o* man is he ? 

Mai. ^ Why, qF mankind. 

Oil, What manner of man ? 

Mai, Of very ill manaers ; he'll fpeak with you, 
will you or no. 

Oli, Of what perfonage a*hd years is he ? 

Mai, Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e- 
nough for a boy ; as a fquafh is before *tis a peafcod, 
or a codling when 'tis almoft an apple : *lis with him 
in ftanding water, between boy and man. He is very 
well favoured, and he fpeaks very fhrewifhiy ; one 
would think his mother's milk were fcarce out of him. 

Oli, Let him approach^: call iji my gentlewoman. 

Mai, Gentlewoman, my Lady calls* {^Exit. 

SCENE IX. ; EnUr Maria. 

Oli, Give me my veil : com^, throw it o'er my face ; 
We'll once more hear Orfino's euAaffy. 

Enter Viola. 

Vio, Thehonourableladyof the hbufe, which isihe? 

-Oli. Speak to me, I fliall anfwer for her: your will ? 

F/>.-Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable beauty 

1 pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the 

houfe, for I never faw her. I would be loth to caft a- 
way my fpeech ; for, belides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, 1 have taken great pains to ton it. Good beau- 
tie^, let me fuftaki no fcorn ; I am very coniptible f, 
€ven to the kail finifter ufage. . - • 

Oli, Whence came you,- Sir ? 

Vio, I can fay little more than I have ftudied, and 
that qucftion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 

* Heretofore all proclamations by tlie King, all appointments of 
the rates of wages by the jufliccs of peace, and other thiags of the 
like nature, were fcnt to tlie fheriff of each county, who was ob- 
liged to promulgate them, not only by caufing them to be read in 
«very market-town, but by affixing them to'fome convenient place 
within it ; for which piwpofc great pofts or pillars were cre6|c4^Ui 
each Inch town, and thefe were cAkd ppiff* 5 po/!i, 

f Cam^tiHe, for ready to c-il to account. • 
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roe modeft aflurance, if you be the Itdy of the houfe, 
that I may proceed in my fpeech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian I 

J^io, No, my profound heart ; and yet, by the" very 
fangs of -malice, I fwear I am not that I piay. Are you 
the lady of the houfe ? . 

Oli. If I do not ufurp mylelf, I am. 

Fh. Moft certam, if you are fhe, you do uiurp your* 
felf ; for what is your's to beftow, is not your's.to re- 
ferve : but this is from my ci>mmiiIion. I will on with 
my fpeech in your praife, and then fhew you the heart 
or my meffage. ^ 

0/j. Come to what is important in 't : I forgive yon 
the praife. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to'^'&jdy it, and 'tis: 
poetical. 

0/i, It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you 
keep it in. I heard you were fawcy at my gates ; and 
Tallow'd-your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if yoa 
have reafon, be brief: 'tis not that time of the moon 
with me, to make one in fo fkipping a dialogue. 

Mar, Will you hoift fail, Sir^ here lies your way. 

Fio. No, good "fwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, fweet Lady. 

OIL Tell me your mind. 

Vfo^_ I jyn a mefTenger. 

Oh, Sure you have fome hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtefy of it is fo fearful. Speak your of- 
fice. 

VJo. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation 0/ homage ; I hold the olive 
in my hand; my words are as full of peace as matter. 

0/i, Yet you began mdely. What are you ? what 
would you ? 

Fio. The rudeneis that hath appeared in me, have I 
learn 'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as fecret as maiden-head ;. to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's, profanation. 

0/L Give us the place alone. ^Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text > 

Fh. Moft fweet Lady, 

Yoi.UL I 
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OIL A comfortable do^rine, and mach may be faid 
of it. Where lies your text ? 

Fio, In Orfino's bofom. 

Oli, In his bofom ! in what chapter of his bofom ? 

Via. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his 
heart. 

0//. O, I have read it ; it is herefy. Have you 
BO more to fay ? 

Fh, Gooid Madam, let me fee your face, . 

Oii> Have you any com»:iiflion from your Lord to ne- 
gotiate with my face? you are now out of your text; 
but we will draw the curtain, and fhew you the pic- 
ture. Look you. Sir, fuch a one I wear this prefent ; 
is 't not well done ? [Unveiling, 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all, 

Pli, 'Tis in grain, Sir ; 'twill endure wind and wea- 
ther. 

Vio, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white 
Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on. 
Lady, you are the cruell'ft fhe alive. 
If you will lead thefe graces to the grave. 
And leave the world no copy. 

Oli, O, Sir, I will not, be fo hard-hearted : I will 
give out divers fchedules oi my beauty. It (hall be in- 
ventoried, and every particle and utenlil labell'd to my 
will. As, //^w, Two lips indiflFerent red. Item , Two 
gray eyes, with lids to them. Item, One neck, one 
chin, and fo forth. Were you fent hither to praife me ? 

Vio, I fee you what you are; you are too proud"* 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and mafter loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but recompensed, tho' you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

Oli. How does he love me ? 

Vio, With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire. 

Oli, Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 
him ; 
Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great eflate, of frefh >nd ftainkfs youih ; 
In voices well divulged;, free, le:irn\l, and valiant; 
And in dimenfion, and the fhape of nature. 
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A gracious perfon ; but yet I cannot love him : 
He might have took his anfwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in ray matter's flame, 
With fuch a fufF'ring, ^uch a deadly life. 
In your denial I would find no fenfe : 
I would BOt under ftand it. 

OIL Why, what would you do ? 

Vio, Make me a willow cabbin at your gate. 
And call upon ray foul within the houfe ; 
Write royal canto's of contemned love. 
And fing them loud even in the dead of night : 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills. 
And make the babling goflip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia I O, you fhould not reft 
Between the elements of air and earth. 
But you (hould pity me. 

OH. You might do much : 
What is your parentage ? ^ 

^ /*«?. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well i 
I am a gentleman. 

Oii, Get you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him : let him fend no mpre ; 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me. 

Vio, I am no fee'd poft. Lady ; keep your purfe : 
My mafter, not myfelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you fliall love. 
And let your fervour, like my mailer's, be 
Plac'd in contempt 1 farewel, fair cruelty. £Exif, 

Oil, What is your parentage ? 

Above -my fortunes y yet r^iy Jiate is 'well : 

I am a gentlevian, 1 '11 be fworn thou art. 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, aftions, and fpirit. 

Do give thee fivefold blazon ^Not too fail foft f 

foft ! 

Unlefs the mailer were the man. How now ? 

Even fo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfe<5tions. 
With an invifible and fubtile flealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be — • 
What ho, Malvolio,^ — 
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Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Here, Madam, at your fervice, 
Oli. Run after that fame peevifh meffengeri 
The Duke's man ; he left this ring behind him> 
Would I, or not : tell him, I *11 none of it. 
Defire hira not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
If that the youth wiU come this way to-morrow, 
I '11 give him reafons for 't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, I will. , \^Extf^ 

Oli, I do I know not what ; and fear to ^\^d x 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : 
F«e, fhew thy force ; ourfelves we do not owe ; 
Wha^is decreed, mujft be; and be this fo ! \^E)tit^ 

A C T II. S C E N E I^ 

Thefireet. 

Enter Antonio, and Sebaftiair. 

' Ant onto. '^XlV^ you ftay no longer? nor will you 

VV not that I go with you ? 
. Seh. By your patience, no : my ftars fhine darkly 
over me ; the maKgnancy of my fate might, perhaps, 
diftemper your's ; therefore I fhall crave of you your 
leave, that 1 may bear my evils alone. It were a bad 
recorapcnce for your love, to lay any of them on 
you , 

Ant, Let me yet know of you, whither you arc 
bound, 

Seh. No, footh. Sir ;' my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excellent a ix>uch 
of mod^fty, that you will not extort from mfe what I 
am willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me in nian- 
ners the rather to exprefs myfelf. You mnft know of 
me then, Antonio, my name is Sebajlian ; which I-calPd 
Rodorigo ; my father was thai Sebajlian of Meffaliney 
whom I know you have heard of. He left behind 
him, myfelf, and a fifter, both bom in one hour; if 
the heay'ns had been plcas'd, would we had fo ended I 
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but you. Sir, alter'd that; for, fome hours before 
you took me from the breach of the fea, was my lifter 
drown 'd. 

Jnt. Alas, the day! 

Scb. A lady. Sir, tho* it was faid (he much re- 
iembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful ; but 
tho' I could not [with fuch eftimable wonder * J over- 
far believe that, yet thus far I will boldly pubUfh her^ 
(he bore a mind that envy could not but call fair : fhe 
is drown'd already. Sir, with fait water, tho' 1 feem to 
drown her remembrance again with more. 

j^nt. Pardon me. Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Se^, O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

j^nt. If you will not murther me for my love, let mQ 
be your fervant. 

Sffb, If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recovered, defire it not. 
Fare you well at once ; my bofom is full of kindnefs,. 
and I am yet fo near the manners of my mother, that, 
upon the leaft occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales 
of me. I am bound to the Duke Oriino's court ; fare- 
wel. lExtt^ 

Ant, The gentlenefs of all the gods go with thee I 
I have made enemies in Oinno*s court, 
Elfe would I very (hortly fee thee there : 
But come what may, J do adore thee fo, 
The danger fliall feem fport, and I will go^ [£'x/>» 

S C E N E II. 
Enter VioiTii and Malvolio, at feveral doors, 
MaL Were not you e'en now with the Countefs 
Olivia? 

Via, Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fince arrived but hither. 

MaL She returns this ring to you. Sir; you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 
felf. She adds, moreover, that you fhould put your 
Lord into a defperate a/Turance (he will none of 
him : and one thing more, that you be never ixy 
hardy to come again In hjs affairs, unlefs it be to report 
your Lord's taking of this : receive it fo. 
* T\^ is an interpolation of the pbyers* 
1 3 
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Vio, She took the ring of me> I *11 none 6f it. 
MaL Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and 

her will is, it fhould be fo returned : If it be worth 

ftooping for, there it lies in your eye \ if not, be it his 

that finds it. £Exif» 

Vio» I left no ring with her; what means this lady ? 

Fortune forbid my outfide have not charmed her ! 

She made good view of me ; indeed, fo muchy 

That fure methought her eyes had crofs'd her tongue 5 

Fof (he did fpeak in ftarts diftra<ftedly. 

She loves me, fure ; the cunning of her paffion 

Invites me in this churlilh me/Tenger. 

None of my Lord*s ring ; why, he fent her none 

I am the man — If it be fo, (as *tis) j 

Poor lady, Ihe were better love a dream. 

Difguife, I fee thou aft a wickedtiefs,. 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much* 

How eafy is it, for the-proper falfe 
^ In womehs' waxen hearts to fet their forms F 

Alas, our frailty is thecaufe, not we. 

For fuch as we are made, if ^ich we be. 

How will this fadge ? my mafter loves her dearfy. 

And I, poor raonfter, fond as much on hinr;. 

And fhe, miftaken, feems to doat on me. 

What will become of this ! as I am man. 

My ftate is defperate for my mailer's love ', 

As I am woman, (now, alas the day !), 

What thriftlefs fighs ftiall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou muft untangle this, not I j 

It is too hard a knot for me t' unty * \Exitr^ 

SCENE III. Changes to Onvia's haufe. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.. 

SirTo^ Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be »-bcd af^ 
ter midnight,, is to be up betimes ; and diluctUo furgere^. 
thou know'ft, 

Sir And, Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I know,, 
to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir 7a. A falfe conclufion t I hate it, as an uiifill'd 
cap ; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then,.. 
is early i fo that tQ go tQ bed after midaight, is to g,o 
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to bed betimes. Does not our Rfe cohfift 0/ the four ele- 
ments ? 

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay ; but I think it rather 
confiils of eating and drinking. 

Sir To, Th' art a fcholar, let us therefore eat aad drink. 
Maria ! 1 fay ! — a ftoop of wine. * 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i* faith. 

Clo, How now, my hearts ? did you never fee the 
pifture of we three \ 

Sir To, Welcome, afs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And, By my troth, the fool has an excellent breail. 
I had rather than forty fhillings I had fuch a leg, and fo 
fweet,a breath to fing, as the fool has. In footh, thou 
waft in very gracious fooling laft night, when thoil 
fpok'ft of Pigrogromiti^Sy of the Vapians paffing the equi- 
noftial oi^euhus : 'twas very good, i' faith : I fent theft 
fixpenee for thy lemon ; hadft it ? 

Clo, I did impcticos thy gratillity * ; for Malvolio's 
nofe is no whip-ftock. My Lady has a white hand» 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ak houfes. 

Sir And, Excellent :. why, this is the beft fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a fong-^— — 

Sir To. Come on, there 's fixpenee for you^ Let '# 
have a fong. 

Sir Ind,^ There 's a tcftril of nifc too ; if one Knight 
^ve a 

CU. Would yoa bave a love-fong, or a iQikg ofgood 
life? 

Sir TV. A love-fong, a love-fong. 

Sir And^ Ay, ay, I care not for good life^ 

Clown Jingr, 

O msftrcfs ndncy ivhere are you roaming^ 
Jiay and hear, your true love *s comings 

Tbat canjing both high and A?w, 
Trip no further y pretty fweeting\ • 

Journeys end in lovers* nieetingy ^ 

Every *wije man's fon doth kno^^ 

• H€ means to fay, m^ocht thygratvixy, 
I . 
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Sir And, Excellent ^ood, i* faith ! 
Sir To, Good, good. 

Clb. IVhaffslove? 'tis not hereafter i 

Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter : 

fVhafs to come^ is Jiill unfure ; 
In decay there lies no plenty : 
Then come kifs me, fweetj and f<wenty : 
Touth*s ajiuffnxjill not endure. 

Sir And, A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knightr 

Sir To, A contagious breath. 

Sir And, Very fweet and contagious, i' faith.. 

Sir To, To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But fhall we make the welkin dance, indeed ? Shall we 
roufe the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 
fouls out of one weaver ? fhall we do that ? 

Sir And, An you love me, let 's do 't : I am a dog 
at a catch. 

Clo, By 'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch welK 

Sir And, Moft certain : let our catch be. Thou knave, 

Clo, Hold thy peace y fhou knave ^ Knight. I ihall be 
conftrain'd in 't, to call thee knave. Knight, 

Sir And. 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrain*d 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool j it begins, Hold thy 
peace. 

Clo, I fhall never begin if I hold my peace. 

Sir And, Good, i* faith; come, begin, 

[They Jing a catchy 

S C E N E IV. Efifer Maria. 

Mar, What a catterwauling do you keep here ? If 
my Lady have not calPd ujp her fleward, MaJvoliq, and 
bid him turn you out of doors, nc;ver truft me. 

Sir To, My Lady's a Cat ay an ^ we are politicians, 
Malvolio *s a Peg-p^Ramfeyy and Three merry men benve. 
Am not I conlanguinious ? Am I not of her blood ? 
Tilly valley 9 Lady ! there dfwelt a man in Babylon^ Lady^ 
Lady, L^^^g*^g' 

Clo. Befhrew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And, Ay, he does well enough if he be difpOs*d, 
and fo do I too : he does it with a better grace,' but I 
do it more natuxaJ. 
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Sir To. Oy thetivelfth day 0/ December,— ISinging* 
Mar, For the love o' God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Ma/. My Mailers, are you mad ? or what are you ^ 
have you no wit, maoners, nor honefty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night ^ do you make an ale- 
boufe of my Lady^s houfe, that ye fqueak out your cot* 
tiers * catches without any mitigation or remorfe of 
▼oice ? is there no refped of pkce, perfons, nor time^ 
in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time> Sir, in our catches. Sneak 
up ! [^Hiicoughs^ 

Mai. Sir Toby, I rauft be round with you. My La-^ 
dy bade me tell you, that though fhe harbours you as 
her uncle, ihe's nothing ally*d to yottr diforders. If 
you can feparate yourfelf and your mifdemeanors, yoti 
are welcome tcT the houfe ; if not, an it would pleafe 
you to take leave of her, (he is very willing to bid yon 
farewel. 

Sir To. Fare^el, dear heart, Jtnce I mujl needs ^ Im 
gone. 

Mai. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes dojbenv his day$ arc almojl dohe^ 

Mai. Is 't even fo ? 

Sir To. But I will never di^: 

C7o. Sir Toby, there you lye* 

Mai. This is much credit- to yon* 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? \Stnging. 

do. IVhat^ an if you do? 

Sir To,. Shall I bid him go, and fpare not ? 

Clo, noy noy no, you dard not. 

Sir To. Out o' time, Sir, ye lye : art thou any more 
than a fteward ? doft thou think, becaufe thou art vir- 
tuous, there fhall be no more bakes and ale ? 

do. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger fhall be hod 
i* th' mouth too. . 

Sir To. Tljou 'rt i' th* right. Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ftoop of wine, Maria. r- 

Mal. Miftrefs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's favour- 
at any thing more than cbntcmjpt, you would not give 
* Ruflic, downiih. 
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means for this uncivil rule ; ihe fhall know of it by this 
hand. ., [^Exit. 

Mar, Go fhake your ears. 

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when' a 
ftian's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and then 
to break promife with him, and make a fool of hini . 

Sir To, Do *t, Knight; I'll write thee a challenge : 
or ril deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth; 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; fince 
the yoiJth of the Duke's was to-day with my Lady, (he 
is much out of quiet. For Monfieur Malvolio, let me 
alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay-word, 
and make him a common recreation, do not think I 
have wit enough to lie Araight iri my bed. I know I 
' can do it. , v 

Sir To, Poflefs us, pofTefs us ; tell us fomething of 
him. 

Mar, Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Pu- 
Titan. . i . 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like « 
dbg.^ . \ - ■ . . • '• '^ ' ^ . 

Sir To, What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquifite rea- 
fon, dear Knight. 

Sir And, I have.no exquifite reafon for' t, but I have 
reafon good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conftantJy but a time-pleafer • an aflfe<2:ion'd * afs, that 
cons ftate without book, and utters it by great fwaths : 
the beft perfuaded of himfelf: lb cramni'd, as bethinks, 
wich excellencies, that it- is his ground of fiith, that all 
that look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him 
will my revenge find notable caufc to work. 
. Sir To, What wilt thou do ? 

Mar, I will drop in his way fome obfcure epiftles of 
love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the fliape of 
his log, the manner of his gate, the expreHTure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he {hall find himfelf 
moft feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my 
Lady your niece ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly 
make diflindion of. our hands. 

Sir To, Excellent, I fmell a device, 
* AffeB'mfd, for full of afe^atkn. 
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Sir j^nd.l hare 't in my nofe too. 

Sir To. He fhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from ray niece, and that fhe is in 
love with him. 

Mar, My purpofe is, indeed, a horfe of that colour. 
.Sir And, And your horfe now would make him an 
afs. 

Mar, Afs, I doubt not. 

Sir And, O, 'twill be admirable. - 

Mar, Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my phy- 
fic will work with him.. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he fliall find the letter : 
obferve his conitrudion of it : for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewel. \Etit, 

Sir To, Good night, Penthefilea. 

Sir And, Before me, llie's a good wench; 

Sir To, She's a beagle, true-bred, ^nd one that ad- 
ores me ; wh^ o' that ? 

Sir And, I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To, Let's to bed. Knight : thou hadil need fend 
for more money. 

Sir And. If L cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To, Send for money, Knight ; if thou haft her 
not i' th' end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truft me, take it how 
you will. 

Sir To, Come, come, I'll go burn forae fack; 'tis too 
late to go to bed now : -come. Knight \ come, KnSght, 

^Exeunt, 

SCENE V. Chdnges to the palace. 
Enter D«ke, Viola, Curio, and others, 

Duke. GivQ me fome mufic ; bow, good morrow. 
Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong, [friends : 
That old and antique fong, wc heard, laft night j 
Methought it did relieve, my. paflion ranch ; 
More t^an light airs, and recolle<^ted * terms 
Of thefe moft briiji and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verfe. 

• R€Colk&€d £br fludia. 
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Cur, He is Dot- here, £o pleafe your Lordlhip, that 
(hould (ing it. 

Vaie. Who was it? ' 

Cur. Fefte the jefter, my Lord ; a fool that the La- 
dy^ Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about 
the houfe. 

Duke, Seek him out, and play the tune the while.. 

lExit Curio. IMuJt^. 
Come hither, boy ; if ever thou (halt love, 
In the fwcet pangs. of it remember me; 
For f^ch as J am, ail true lovers are ; - ^ 

Unpaid and ikittifh in aJl notions elfe. 
Save in the conftant Jmage of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doft thou like this tune? 

yu. " It gives a very echo from the feat 
** where love is thron'd. 

Duke, Thou doft fpeak mafterly. 
My life upon'.t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio, A little, by your favouj. 

Duke, What kind of woman is 't ? 

Fh, Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. Whatyears,!* faith! 

Fio. About your years, my Lord, 

Duke. " Too old, by Heaven ; let ftill the. woman take 
^« An elder than herfelf, fo wears fhe to him ;. 
*' So fways fhe level in her hu {band's heart. 
For, boy, however we da praife ourfelves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn* 
Than woraens' are. 

F/o, I think it well, my Lord. 

Duke, Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf. 
Or thy afFedtion cannot hold the bent : 
For women arenas rofes, whofe fair flower, 
Being once difplay'd^ doth fall that very hour. 

Fio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo, 
To die, even when they to perfeftion grow ! 

E/jter Curio, and Clown, 

Duke, fellow, come ; the fong we had laft night.— 
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Mark it, Cefawo, it is old and plain • 

** The fpinilers and the knitters in the fun, 

•• And the free maids* that weave their thread with 

*' Do ufe to chant it : it is (illy footh, [bones, 

•' And tallies with the innocence of love, 

*' Like the old age. 

Go, Are you ready, Sir ? 

Duke, Ay ; pr'ythee, fTng. \^MuJ!c, 

SONG. 

•* Come aiijayy eome aivay, deaths 
" And In fad cyprefs let me he Imd ; 

** Fly anvay, fly a*way, breath ; 

" I am Jlain by a fair cruel viald, 

" My fhronud of 'white, fiuck all ivith yenv, 
. ** ^, prepare it, 

•* My part of death no one fo true 
" Didfhare it, 

•* Not a Jlo'wer, not a fitnver pweety 

•* On my black coffin let there beflroivn : 
•* Not a friendy not a friend greet 

** My poor corps ^ ivhere my hones fh all he throvin. 
** A thoufand thoufandjighs to fave^ 

" Lay me^ 01 'where 
** True lover never find my grave^ 

** To 'weep there, 
Duke. There's for thy pains. » 
Clo, No pains. Sir 1 1 take pleaftire in finging, Sit. 
Duke, I'll pay thy pleafure then. 
Clo, Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time 
or citheT. 

Duke, Give me now leave to leave thee. 
Clo, Now the melancholy God protcd thee, and the 
tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
mind is a very opal *. I would have men of fuch con- 
flancy put to fea, that their budnefs might be every 
thing, and their intent no where ; for that's it that al- 
ways makes a good voyage of nothing, Farcwel. 

\Exit, 
♦ A precious ftone of almoft all colours. Mr, Vo^c, 



Vou m. 
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S C E N ,E VI. 

Dukf, Let all the reft give place. Once more, Ce- 
fario, * ^ 

Get thee to yond fame fovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, ray love, more noble than the world. 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lauds ; 
The parts that Fortune hath beftow'd upon her, , 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune : 
But *tis that miracle, and queen of gems. 
That J^aturc pranks, her mind, attrads my foul. 

Vio, But if fhe cannot love you, Sir 

Duke, I cannot be fo anfwer'd, 

Vh» Sooth, but you muft. 
Say, that fome lady, as perhaps there is. 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As ypu have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her fo ; muft flie not then be anfwer'd ? 

Duke. There is no woman's fides 
Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion. 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention. 
AJas, their love mny be call'd appetite : 
No motion of the. liver, but the palate. 
That fufFers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt : 
But- mine is all as hungry as the fea. 
And can digeft as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me. 
And that I owe Olivi*. 

Vio, Ay, but I know > — 

Duke, What deft thou know ? 

Vio, Too well what love women to m'fen may owe ; 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we^. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I fnould your Lordfhip. 

Duke, And^ what's her hiftory ? 

Vio. * A blank, my Lord : {^at never told her love, 
< But let concealment, like a worm i'th'bud, 
* Feed on her damalk cheek : (he pin'd in thought ; 
■< And, with a green and yelKow melancholy, 
^ She fat like Patience on a monument, 
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• Smiling at grief. Was not this Jove, indeed ? ^ 
We" men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed. 
Our ftiews are more than will ; for ftill we prove 
Nuch in our vows, but little in our love. • 

Duke. But dy'd thy fifter of her love, my boy? 

Vio, I'm all the daughters of my father's houfe. 
And all the brothers too — and yet I know not — 
Sir, fhall I to this Lady ? 

Duke, Ay, that's the theme. 
Ta her in hafte ; give her this jewel : fay, 
My love can give no place, bids no denay, [^Exeunf^ 

SCENE VII. Changes to Olivia's garden. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir To, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab, Nay, I'M come; if I lofe a fcruple of thisfport^ 
let me be boil'd to death with m:;lancholy. 

Sir To, Would'ft thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly rafcally fhcep-biter come by lome notable fhame ?' 

Fab, I would exult, man ; you know he brought me 
out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. To ^ anger him, we'll have the bear again; 
and we will fool him black and blue-; fhall we not. Sir 
Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it 's pity of our lives. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To* Here cpraes the little vilhiin : how now, my 
nettle of India ? 

Mar, Get ye all three into the box-tree ; MalvoIio*s 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i' th' fun 
pra<5tifing behaviour to his own fliadow this half-hour. 
Obferve him, for the love of mockery ; for I know 
this letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Clofe, 
in the name, of jefting 1 lie thou there ; for here comes 
the trout that mull be caught with tickling. 

{Thro'ws doivn a letter^ and Exit.. 

SCENE VIII. Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. 'Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, fhe did affe<Sl me ; and I have heard herfeJf 
K 2 
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come thus near, that fhould ihe fanc5S it fliGuld be one 
of my complexion. Beiides, fhe ufes me wich a more 
exalted refpecl, than any one elic that* follows her. 
What fljould-I think on 't? 

S'rr To. Here's ka over- weaning rogue. — 

Fab, O, peace : contemplation make's a rare turkey- 
cock of him; how he jets under his a.dvanc'd pluiiies.l 

Sir And, 'Slife, I could fo beat the rogue. 

Sir To, Peace, I fay. 

Mai, To be Count Malvolio, ■■ ■ - — » 

Sir To, Ah, rogue ! 

Sir /jp.d, Piflol him, pillol him. 

Sir To, Peace, peace, 

Mai. There is example for't: tlie lady of the Trachy* 
mairied the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir Jnd, Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab, O, peace, now he's deeply in^; look how ima- 
gination blows him. 

Mai, Having been three months married to her, fit- 
ting in nay ftate 

Sir To* O for a ftone-bow to hit bun in the eye ? ■ 

MaU Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
▼elvet gowfi; having come dgtwa fpom^ a daiy-bcd, where 
I have \<^h Olivia flceping. 

Sir To. Fire and briraftone ! 

Fiib, O, peace, peace. 

Mai. An^ then to have the humour of ftate; and af- 
ter a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my 
place, as I would tliey fliould do theirs — to aflt for 
my uncle Toby 

Sir- T&, Boks and (hackles ! * 

Fab. Oh, peace, peace, peace ; ijow', now. 

MnL Seven of ray people with an obedient ftatt 
make out fo** him : I frown the while, and perchance 
wind up my watch, of play with fome rich" jewel. Toby 
approaches, curtiies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? , 

Fab^ Tho* our filence be drawn from us with cares, 
yet, peace. 

♦ that is, Thrace. Tt was common to life the article the before 
tamts of places.. And tliis was no improper inft*acc, wbcrc ^^^ 
fcene W4S iu lllytia. 
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MaL I extend my hand to him thus ; quenching my 
familiar fmile with an auflere regard of controul. 

Sir 7*. And does not Toby take you a blow b' th* 
lips then ? 

Mai, Saying, Uncle Toby, my fortunes having caft 
me on your niece, give me this prerogative of fpeech— 
Sir To, What, what ? 
Mai, You muft amend your drunkennefs. 
Sir To, Out, fcab ! 

Fab, Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our 
plot. 

Mai. Befides, you wafte the treafure of your time 

with a foolifh Knight 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you, 

MM. One Sir Andrew, 

Sir And, I knew, 'ti^ I ; for many do call me fool. 
Mai, What employment have we here ? 

{Taking up the letter, 
Fah. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 
Sir To. Oh peac« ! now the fpirit of humours inti- 
mate reading aloud to him ! 

Mai. By my life, this is my Lady*s hand : thefe be 
her very (7's, her f/*s, and her T's, and thus makes 
fhe her great P^%, It is, in contempt of queftion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her dT's, her f/'s, and her T\ : why that ? 
MaL To the unknown beloved, this, and 7?iy aood 
nvijhes ; her very phrafes. By your leave, wax. ' Soft I 
and the impreflure her Lucrece, with which flie ufes to 
feal ? !tis my Lady : to whom fhould this be ? 
Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 
Mai. Jove kno*ws I love, but ivho, lips do not movej 
no man muft knonjo. No man mufl know what, fol- 
lows ; the number's alter'd no man mull know 

if this fhould be thee, Malvolio ? 
Sir To. Marry, hang thee. Brock \ 
Mai, I may command ivhere I adore ; hutjilence, 
like a Lucrece knife. 
With hloodlefs Jiroke my heart doth gore^ M. O, A, I. 
doth fix) ay my life, 
Fah. A fuftian riddle. 
Sir To^ Excellent wench, fay I^ 
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Ma/, M, p. jL /. doth- fway my life— nay, but iirfl 
let me fee — let -me fee — 

Fah, What a difli of poifon has ftie drefs'd him ? 

Sir To, And with what wing the flanyel chticks at it ? 

MaL- I may command nvhere I adore, Why>,fhe may 
coinmand me : I fcrve her, fhe is my kdyv Why, thi 
is evident to any formal * capacity. There is no ob- 
jftru<5lion in this — and the end — what ftould that alpha- 
betical pofition portend ? If I could m^l^e that referable 
f^mething in me ? . foftly, — M. 0, J, /, 

Sir To, O, ay! mate up that; he is now at a cold 
fqent. 

Fab, Sowter v;ill cry l^pon't forall this, the' it be a» 
rank as a fox. 

Mai: M, — Mah&lio. ^M. why, that -begins 

my name. "^ 

Fab, Did not I fay, hewpuld work it out: the cur is 
't;[tGelient at faults*. 

iMal, M. But then there is no confbnancy in the (e- 
quel ; that fuiFers under probation : A fliould follow, 
fcut C? does. 

Fah, And fhall end, I hope. 

Sir To, Ay, or 111 cudgel him, aad make him cry, 
0. 

Mai, And then / comes behind. 

Fab, Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you might 
fee more . detraction at your heels than fortunes before 
you. 

Mai, M, 0, A, I, — ^This fimulation f is not as the 
former — and yet to crufh this, a httle, it would bow to 
me, for every one of thefe. letters is in my name. Soft, 

here follows profe If this fall into thy handy re 

volve„ In Piyjiars 1 am above thee^ but he not afraid 
ef great nefs ; fome are horn greats fame atchieve great' 
tidfsy and feme have greatnefi thru ft upon them. Thy fate f 
open their hands, let thy blood and fplrit embrace them \ 
and, to enure thy f elf to m}hat thou art like to be^ cafi thy 
bumble fought and appear frefh. Be oppofite 'with a kinf- 
vtan-, furlywith fervants : let thy tongue tang arguments 
•fjlate; put thyfelfinto the trick ofjingularity. She thus 

* Ff>rniaU for common. 

I HvtuiUibnf for rcfcmbUncsu. 
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advifis thee^ fhaijighsfor thee. Remember twho commend^ 
ed thy yelloiuJiQckifigSy and nuifiy'd to fee thee ever crofs^ 
gartered* I f^y^ remember; go to^ thou art made^ if 
ihoudejirefi to befo ; If not y let pie fee thee afhe'imajrdfiilh^ 
thefellonxf offervants^ and not ^worthy to touch Fortune's 
fingers* Farenjoel, She that nvould alter fer-o ices 'with 
thecy the fortunate and happy. Day -light and cham pi ao 
(kfcoveT no naore : this is open. I will be proud, I 
will read politic aqthorsy I wilt baHk; Sir. Toby, I wiU 
wafh off grofs acquaintance, I will be point devife, the 
very man, I do not now fool myftlf, to \tt in>agina- 
tion jade me ; for every reafon excites to t;his, that my 
Lady loves me. She did commeod my yellow ftock- 
ings of late, fhe did praife my leg, being crofs-garter'd, 
and in this Ihe manifeils herfelf to my love, and with a 
kind of injun(fHon drives me to thefe habits of 'her li- 
king. I thank my ftars, I am happy : I will be ftrange, 
ftout, in yellow ftockings, and crofs-garter'd, even with 
the fwiftnefs of putting pn. Jove and my ftars be prai- 

fed ! Here is yet a poftfcript* Thou canfi not chufc 

hut knonu luho I am ; if' thou enter tainefl my love^ let it 
appear in thyfmiling i thy f miles b&come thee ivell. There^ 
fore in my prefencefiill fmile^ dear myfiveet, 1 pr^ythee^ 

Jove, I thank thee ! I will fmile, I will do every 

thing that thou wilt have me^ ^Exit» 

Fab, I will not give my part of this fport for a pen- 
fionof thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To, And aik no other do Wry whh her, but fuck 
another jeft. 

SCENE IX. Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither* 

Fab. Here comes my noble guili-catcher. 

Sir TS. Wilt thou fet thy foot o'my neck ? 

Sir And. Or o* mine either ? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-flave I 

Sir And. I' faith, or I either ? 

Sir Td. Why, thou haft put him.in fuch a dream, thjtt 
when the image of it leay^^ him^ h^ muft jruu siad^. 
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Mar, Nay, but (ay true, does it work upon him ? 

Sir To, Like aqua vit^ with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, 
mark his firft approach before my Lady ; he will come 
to her in yellow ftockings, and 'tis a colour flie abhors ; 
and crofs-garter'd, a faftiion flie detefts ; and he will 
fmile upon her, which will now be fo unfuitable to her 
difpofition, being addi<fted to a melancholy, as (he is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt. If 
you will fee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou moft excel- 
lent devil of wit ! 

Sir And, I'll make one too. \Exeunf. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Olivia* s garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown. ' 

Vio, QJAtc thee, friend, and thy mufic. Doft thou 
i3 live by thy tabor ? 

Clo, No, Sir, I live by the church. . 

Vio, Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo, No fuch matter. Sir; I do live by the church; 
for I do live at my houfe, and my houfe doth fband by 
the church. 

Vio, So thou may'ft fay, the King lies by a beggar, 
if a beggar dwell near him ; or the church ftands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor ftand by the church. * 

Clo, You have faid, Sir; to fee this age I A fen- 

tence is but a chev'ril glove * to a good wit ; how 
quickly the wrong fide may be turned outward ! 

Vio, Nay, that's certain; thoy that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo, I would therefore my lifter had had no nante. 
Sir. 

Vio, Why, man? 

Clo, Why, Sir, her name's a word; and to dally 
with that word, might make my iifte^ wanton > bac 

* A gloYc ina4e of a ki4*f skia, 
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indeed words afe very rafcals, fi|ice bonds difgrac'd dxem. 

Vio. Thy reafon, raan ? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words ; 
and words are growii fo falfe, I am loth to pro^e rea- 
fon with them. 

Vio, I warrant thou art a nxer ry fellow, and carefb for 
nothing. 

Cio, Not fo. Sir, I: do care for fomething ;. but, in 
my confcience. Sir, I do notxcare for you : if that be 
to care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you in- 
yifible. 

Vio, Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 

Cio, No, indeed. Sir ; tjie Lady Olivia has no folly ; 
fhe will keep no fool. Sir, tHl fhe be married; and 
fools are as like hafbands, as ptlchers are to herrings ; 
the hufband's the bigger ; I am, indeed, not her fool^ 
but her corrupter of words. 

Vio, I'faw thee late at the Duke Orfino's. 

Cio, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the 
fun ; it fhines every where. I would be forry, Sir, but 
the fool fhould be as oft with your mailer, as with my 
miftrefs : I think I faw your wifdom there. 

Vio, Nay, an thou pafs upon me, I *11 no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee. 

[Gives him a piece ofmfmey, 

Cio. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, fend 
thee a beard ! 

Vio, By my troth, I Ml tell thee, I am almoft fick for 
one, though 1 would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within ! 

Cio, Wouid not a pair of thefe have bred. Sir ? 

Vio, Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe. 

Cio, I would play Lcvd Pandarus of Fiw;ygia, Sir, to 
bring a Creffida to this Troilus. 

Vio, I underftand you, Sirj 'tis well begg'd. 

Cio. The matter, I hope, is not great. Sir.; beg- 
ging but a beggar. Creffida was a beggar. My Lady 
is within. Sir, I will cooiler to th«m whence yau. coose ; 
who you are, and what y-ou would, is out of my wel- 
kin; I might fay, element; but the word is over- worn. 

{Exit. 

Vio, This fellow is wife enStigh to play the fool. 
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And, to do that well, craves, a kind of wit : - 
He muft obferve their mopd on whom he jeils. 
The quality of the perfons, and thfe time ; 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his ey«. This is a pradice. 
As full of labour as a wife man's art : 
For folly, that he wifely (hews, is fit ; 
;But wife mens' folly-fall'n, quite taints their wit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir Jnd, Save you. Gentleman. 

Vio, Aiid you. Sir, ^ 

Sir To, Dieu vous guarde, Monjieur, 

Vio. Et vous aujfi ; vojire ferviteur. 

Sir To, I hope. Sir, you are ; and I am your's.— = — 
Will yon encounter the houfe ? my niece is defirous you 
Ihould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio, I am bound to your niece. Sir; I mean, (he ic 
the lift of my voyage. 

Sir To^ Tafte your legs. Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio, My legs do better underftand me. Sir, than I 
Bnderftand what you mean by bidding me tafle my legs. 

Sir To, I mean, to go. Sir, to enter. 

Vio, I will anfwer you with gate and entrance ; but 
we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Moft excellent accomplilh'd Lady, the heav'ns raio. 
odours on you I 

Sir And, Tliat youth's a rare courtier ! rain odours \ 
well. 

Vio, My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your 
own moft pregnant * and vouchfafed ear. 

Sir And, Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed: 

I'll get 'em ail three ready. 

OH, Let the garden-door be (hut, and leave me to my 
l^earing. {Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 

SCENE IIL 

Give me your hand. Sir. 
• Prcgnantf for ready, 
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Vio. My duty. Madam, and moll humble fervice. 
OH, What is your name ? 

Vlo, Cefario is your fervant's name, fair Princefs. 
Oli, My fervant. Sir ? 'Twas never merry world. 
Since lowly feigning was cali'd compliment : 
Y'are fervant to the Duke Orfino, youth. 

Vlo. And he is your's, and his muft needs be your's : 
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant. Madam. 

Oli. For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than fiil'd with me ! 

Vio, Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OIL O, by your leave, I pray you ; ' > 

I bade you never fpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another fuit, 
I'd rather hear you to folicit that. 
Than mufic from the fpheres. 

V'to, Dear Lady, 

OH. Give me leave, I befeech you : I did fend. 
After the laft inchantmept you did hear, 
A ring in chace of you. So did I abufe ' 

Myfelf, my fervant," and, I fear me, you ; 
Under your hard conftruOion muft I fit, 
To force that on you in a (hameful cunning. 
Which you knew none gf your's. What might yo« 

think \ 
Have you not fet mine honour at the ftake. 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your recei- 
ving * 
Enough is fhewn j a Cyprus, not a bofom, 
tJides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak. 
Vio, I pity you. 
Oil, That's a degree to love. 
Vio, No, not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof. 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OH. Why then, methinks, 'tis time to fmile again • 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one fhould be a prey, how much the better 
: To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock Jlrikes. 
i The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
I • i. <. to pnc of your rpady apprchcnJlon» 
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Be not afraid, good yooth, I will not hare you ; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft, 
Your wife is like to reo^ a proper man : 
There lies your Way, dijc weft. 

Vio^ Then weftward hoe :— — — 
Grace and good difpofition attend your Ladyfhip ! 
You'll nothing. Madam, to my Lord by me ? 

OH, Stay ; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think*fl: of me ? 
Vio, That you do think you are not what you are. 
Ol't, If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 
Vh, Then think you right : I am not what I am. 
OIL I would you were as I would have you fee ! 
V'to, Would it be better, Madam, than I am ? 
I wifli it might, for now I am your fool. 

Oil, O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A murderous guilt fhews not rtfelf more foon. 
Than love that would (eem hid^ love's night h noon. 
Cefario, by the rofes of the fpring. 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love th^e fo, that, maugre all thy pride. 
Nor wit, nor reafpn, can my paffion hide. 
Do not extort thy reafohs from this claufe. 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe : 
But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ; 
Love fought is good, but given unfought is better. 

Vio, By innocence I fwear, and'by my youtt, 
T have one heart, one bofom, and one truth. 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good Madam ; never more 
Will I my matter's tears to you deplore. 

OH, Yet come again ; for thou, perhaps, iHfty*ft 
move 
That heart, -which now abhor$« to like his love. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. . 

Changes to an apartment in Olivia's houfe. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, ^tnd Fabian. 

Sir And. No, 'faith, Pll uot ftay a jot longer. 
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Sir To, Thy teofon, dear venom, give thy reafon. 

Fab, You muft needs yield your reafon. Sir Andrew. 

^/> And. Marry, I faw your niece do more favours to 
the Duke*« ferving-man, than ever (he beftow'd on me. 
I faw 't i' th' orchard. « 

Sir To. Did (he fee thee the while, old boy I tell me 
that. 

Sir And, As plain as I fee you now. 

Fab, This was a great argument of love in her to- 
wards you. ^ 

Sir And^^SVi^x ! will you make an afs o' me ? 

Fab, I will prove it legitimate. Sir, upon the oaths 
of judgment and reafon. 

Sir To, And they have been grand-jurymen fince bc-» 
fore Noah was a failor. 

Fab, She did (hew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va- 
lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimftone in your . 
liver. You ihould then have-accofted her with fome 
excellent jefts fire-new from the mint ; you ihould have 
bang'd the youth into dumbnefs. This was look'd for 
at your hand, and this was baulked. The double gilt pf 
this opportunity you let time wafli off, ** and you are 
** now faiPd into the north of my Lady's opinion;^ 
** where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's 
*' bedrd," unlefs you do redeem it by fome laudable at- 
tempt, cither of valour or policy. 

Sir And, An't be any way, it muft be with valour ;» 
for policy I liate :. I h»i as lief be a Brawnift, as a 
politician. 

Sir To, Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the. 
bafis of valour ; challenge me the Duke's youth to. 
fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my niece 
Ihall take note of it; and aflure thyfelf, there is na 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

Fab- There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And* Will either of you b?ar me a challenge to, 
.him ? 

Sir To, Go, write in a martial hand ; be curft and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloqueht, and 
full of invention » taunt him with the licence of ink ; 

Vol. III. L ' ■ 
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' if thov thou*fl him fome thrice, it fhall not be amifs ; 
and as many lyes as will lie in thy (heet of paper, al- 
though the flieet were big enough for the bed of Ware 
in England ; fet 'em down, go about it. LeP there be 
gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write with a ^oofe- 
pen, no matter : about ic. 

Sir And. Where fhall I find you ? 

Sir To. We 11 call thee at the Cuhiculo : go. 

[^Exit Sir Andrew. 

S C E N E V. 

Fah. Thl« is a dear manikin to yon. Sir Toby, 

Sir To, I have been dear to him, fad, fome two 
thoufand ftroog or fo. 

Fab . We (hall have a rare letter from him ; but you '11 
DO^ deliycr 't. 

SirTb. Never truil me then 5 and by all means £dr 
on the youth to an anfwer. I think« oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 
were open'd, and you find fo much blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I '11 eat the reil of th' a* 
natomy. 

Fab. And his' oppofite, the youth, bears in his rifage 
no great prefage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To, Look, where the youngeft wren * of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your- 
Jelves into ftitches, follow me : yond gull Malvolio is 
turned Heathen, a very renegado ; for' there is no 
Chriftian^ that means to be lav'd by believing rightly, 
i:an ever believe fuch impofHble paiFages of grofinefs. 
He 's in yellow ftockings. 
' Sir To. And crofs-gartcr'd I 

Mar. Moil villanoufly ; like a pedant that keeps %- 
fchool i' th* church : I have dogg'd him, like his mur- 
therer. He does obey every point of the letter that I 

• The wren- IS rcmafcable for laying many eggs at a time, nine 
«r ten, and fomctimes more : and as (he is the fmallcft of birds, the 
taft 0/ fo large a brood may be fnppofed to be little iadccd, whid^ 
js iiiti ima^e intended here to be ^ivtn of Marisu. 
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dropt to betray him ; he does fraik his fade int6 more 
lines than is in the new map, with the augmentation- of 
the Indies ; you have not feeq fuch a thing, as 'tis ; I 
can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I know, my 
Lady will ftrike him; if fhc do, hell fmilc^ and take't 
for a great favour. 

Sir To. Ceme, bring us, bring us where he is. 

{^Exiunt^ 

SCENE VI. Changes to the Jireet. * 
Enter Sebaftian, <j»^ Anthonio, 

Seh. I Would not by my will have troubled yott, 
But.fince you make your pleafure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Ant, I could not ftay behind you ; my defire 
(More fiiarp than filed fteel) did fpur me forth ; 
And not all love to fee you, (tho* fo.much 
As ^ght have drawii one to a longer voyage). 
But jealoufy what might befal your travel. 
Being ikillefs in the(e parts ; which to a ftranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove , 

Rough and unhofpi table. My willing love. 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear. 
Set forth in jour purfuit.' 

Seb, My kind Anthonio, 
I can iM och€^ anfwcF make, but thanks. 
And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft ^ood turns 
Are fliuffled oflFwith fuch uncurrent pay; 
But were my worth, as is my confcience, finn. 
You (hould find better dealing. What's to do ? 
Shall we go fee the celics * of this town ? 

j4ntm To-morrow, Sir ; beil, .firft, go fee your lod- 
ging-. 

Seb» I am not weary^ and 'tis long to night ; 
I pray you, let us fatis^y our eyes 
"With the memorials, and the things of fame, 
That do renown this city. 

j4nt. Would you 'd pardon me : 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftrcetf. 
Once, in a fea-fight 'gainft the Duke iM galliet, 

* MU$, for curMties^ 

L 3 
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I did fome fervicie, of fuch note, indeed, 

That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd; 

Seh. Eelike you flew great number of his people; 

j^nt, Th' offence is' not of fuch a bloody nature. 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument : 
It might have fince been anfwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for traffic's fake, 
Moft of our city did. Only myfelf ftood out j 
For which, if 1 be lapfed in this place, 
I fhall pay dear. 

Seb, Do not then walk too open. 

j^nt. It doth not fit me. " Hold, Sir, here*s my "purfe. 
In die Ibuth fuburbs at the Elephant 
Is befl to lodge : I will befpeak our diet, ^ 
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed yotir knowledge 
With viewing of the town ; there fhall you have me. 

Seh, Why I your purfe ? 

Ant, Haply your eye fhall light uponr fome toy 
You have defire to purchafe ; and your ftore, 
I think', is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb, I'll be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour, 

Jnt, To th' Elephant, 

S^b, I do remember. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. Changes to Olivia's houfe. 
Enter Olivia, and Maria. 
on. I have fent after him ; he fays he'll come; 
How (hall I feaft him ? what bellow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd x>r bor- 

row'd, 
I fpeak too loud. 

Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil. 
And fuits well for a fervaot with my forttmes. 
Where is M4volio ^ 

Mar. He's coming, Madam; but in rery ftrange 
manner. 
He is fure polTefs'd, Madam. 

on, .Why, what's the matter, docs he rave ? 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nathiug but fiiule j your 
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Ladjfhip were beft to have fome guard about you, if h^ 
come ; for fure the man is tainted in bis .wits. 
0/i. Go call him hither. 

Enter Malyolio* 

I 'm as road as he. 

If fad and merry madnefs equal be. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Ma/. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. \Smihs fantaJlteaJlyM 

Oli, Smii'ft thou ? I fent for thee upon a fad occa- 
iion. 

Mai. Sad, Lady ? I could be fad ; this does make 
fome obftrudion in the blood ; this crofs-gartering ; but 
what of it ? if it pleafe the eye of one, ii is with me as 
the rery true fonnet is : P leafs one, and pleafe all, 

Oli. Why ? how doft thou, man ? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

MaL Not black in my mind,, tho' yellow in my legs : 
It did come to his hands, and commands fhall be exe- 
cuted. I think we do know that fwcet Roman hand. 

Oil, Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

MaL To bed? ay, fweet heart; and I 'If come to 
thee. 

Oli, God comfort thee \ why doft thou finile fb^ and 
kifs thy hand fo oft ? 

Mar, How do you, MalvoKo? 

Mai, At your requeft ? 
Yes, niglitingales anfwer daws f 

Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneft 
before my Lady ? 

Mai, Be not afraid of greatnefs. — Twas well writ- 

Oli, What meaneft thou by that, Malvolia? 

Mai, Some are born, great 

on. Ha? 

Mai, Some atchieve greatnefi^ 

04i, What fay'ft thou ? 

Mai, And fome have greatnefs thruft upon fhem— ^ 

Oil, Heav*n reftore thee ! 

Mai, Remember, who commended tliy yellow ftock^- 

^gii. 

- OH* Thy yellow ftockings? 

Mai. And wiih'd to fee thee crof8-garter*d-^-'--r 
I- 5 
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i Oli, Crofs-garter'd ? 

Mai, Go to, thou art made, if thou defirefl: to be 
fc — 

OIL Am I made I . 

^ Mai, If not, let me fee thee a fervant ftill. 

Oli, Why, this is a very midfummer-madnefs. 

Enter Servant. 

^Ser, Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
Oriino's is return 'd ; I could hardly intreat him back ; 
he attends your Ladyfhip's pleafure. 
. Oli. I'll come to him. Good Maria,- let this fellow 
be look*d to. Where 's my uncle Toby ? let fomextf my 
people have a fpecial care of him j I would not have 
ium mifcarry for half of my dowry. [^Exit^ 

SCENE VIII. 

. MaL Oh, oh ! do you come near me now ? no worfe 
jnan than Sir Toby to look to me ! this concurs directly 
with the letter ; (he fends him on purpofe that I may 
appear ftubborn to him ; for ihe incites me to that ia 
^be letter; Caft thy humble ilough, fays ihe; — ^be op- 
pofite with a kinfman, — furly with fervants, — let thy 
tongue tang with arguments of ftate, — ^put thyfelf into 
the trick of fingularity ; — and confequently lets down 
the manner how; as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a 
ilow tongue, in the habit of forae Sir of note, and fo 
forth. I have lim'd her ; but it is Jove*s doing, and 
Jove make me jihankful ! and when ihe went away 
BOW, let this fellow be look'd to : Fellow ! not Malvo- 
lio, not ^fter my degree, but fellow. Why, every 
thing adheres together, that no dram of a fcruple, no 
fcruple of a fcruple, no obflacle, no incredulous or un- 
fafe circumitance — what can be faid ? nothing that 
can be, can came between me and the full profpe6l of 
tny hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, 
and.he is to bo thanked* 

SCENE IX. j5:«/<fr5/> Toby, Fabian, tf«i Maria. 
SirTh. Which way is he, in the name of fanftity ? If 
all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion him- 
feif poiTefs'd him, yet I *11 fpeak to him. 
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Fab. Here he is, here he is ;, how U <t with you, Sir ? 
how is 't with you, man.? 

" Mai, Go off; I difcard you ; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy : go off. 

Mar, Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him ! 
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you tq 
have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha ! does (he fo ? 
• Sir To, Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we muft deal 
gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, MaU 
volio I how is 't with you ? what ! man, defy the devil j 
coijfider, he 's an enemy to mankind. 
Mai, Do you know what you fay ? 
Mar. La, you 1 if you fpeak ill of the devil, how 

he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not be*- 

witch 'd. 

Fab, Carry his water to th* wife woman. 
Mar, Marry, and it fhall be done to-morrow room- 
iog, if I live. My Lady would not lofe him for more 
than I'll fay. 

MaL How, now, Miftrefs ? 

Mar, OLordlr 

Sir To. Pr*ythee, "hold thy peace; that is not the 
w^y: do you not fee you move Ifim? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab» No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. <. 

Sir To, Why, how now, my bawcock ? how dott 
thou, chuck I 

. Mai, Sir? — 

Sir To, Ay, biddy, come with me. What ! man, 
'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan « 
Hang him, foul collie'r. 

Mar, Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby ; 
get him to pray. ., 

Mai. My prayers, minx ! 

Mar, Na, I warrant you, he will not hear of godIi-> 
nefs. 

Mai, Go hang yourfelves all : you are idle fhallow 
things. I am not of your element; you fliall know 
more hereafter. [^*iC 

Sir To. U'tBoffiblc? 
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Fak If diis were, play'd upon a ftage now, I could - 
condemn it as an improbable fi6^ion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infe«5Hon of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, putfue him- now, left the device take air^ 
and taint. 

Fab. Why, we fhall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter, 

ISir To. Come, we '11 have him in a dark room and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he's mad ; 
We may carry it* thus for our pleafure and his penance, 
till our very paftime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 
have mercy on him ; at which time we will bring the 
^vice to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad- 
ftien. Biit fee, but fee. 

SCENE X. Enter SU-Ati^xQ^. 

Tah. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here 's the challenge^ read it.. I warrant 
there 's vinegar and pepper in ^\. 

Fab. Is 't fo fawcy ? 

Sir, And, Ay, is*t ? I warrant him: do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads ^ 

Toutijy <whaifoevcr thou arty thmt art but a fcurtyfeilo'W, 

Fab. Good and valiant. 

Sir To, Wonder Hotf nor admire not in thy mind iphy I 
io call thee fo ; for I 'mill fhe*w thee no^ reafonfor V, 

Fab. A good Bote; that keeps you from the blow of 
tjie law. 

Sir To. Thou com^fl fo the Lady Olivia^ and in my fight 
fhe ufes thee kindly ; but thou liefi in thy throaty that h not 
-the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenf^-Fefs. 

Sir To. J luiil m)ayJayjthee g^ing home^ *where if it be 
thy chance to kill me 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou kilPff me like a roguS^and a vHfain:, 
^ Fab.^ Still you keep o* th' windy fide of the lawr 
good. 

. Sir To. Fare fhee mselT^ ortdGod have mercy upon one of 
'm^r fmls : he may have mercy uj^on mine^ but my hojje^ is 
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better, andfo look to thy f elf. Thy friend as thou ufejl him^ 
and thyfworn enemy , Andrew Agu£*che£k. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, bis legs cannot : 
1*11 give 't him. 

" Mar, You may have very fit occafion for 't : he is 
now in fome commerce with my Lady, and will by and 
by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, fcout me for him at the 
comer of the orchard like a bum-bailifP; (b foon as e- 
rer thon feeft him, draw ; and, as thou draw'ft, fwear 
horribly; for it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible *oath, 
with a fwaggering accent fharply twang'd off, gives 
manhood more approbation than ever proof itfelf would 
have eam'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. \Exii* 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter ; for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding; his employment between 
his Lord and my niece confirms no lefs : therefore this 
letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter* 
Tor in the youth; he will find that it comes from a 
dodpole. But, Sir, I will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth ; fet upon Ague-cheek a notable report 
of valour; and drive the gentleman (as I know his 
youth will aptly receive it) into a moft hideous opinion 
of his' rage, ikill, fury, and impetuofity. This will 
fo fright them both, that they will kill one another by 
the look, like cockatrices. 

SCENE XI. Enter OVvfiz. and T\o\2L. 

Fab, Here he comes with your niece ; give them 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid 
meflage for a challenge. {^Exeunt, 

on. I Ve faid too much unto a heart of ftone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 
There 's fome thing in me, that reproves my fault: 
But fuch a headftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio, With the fame 'haviour that your paffion bear9« 
Goes on my mailer's grief. 

Qli, Hcrcj wear this jewel for me, 'tis my pifturc;^ 
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RefuTe it not, k hath no tongue to vex yoa • 
And, I befeech you, com^ again to'-morrow. 
•What fliall yoM. afk of me that I '11 deny. 
That honour fav*d may upon aflcing give ? 

Vio. Nothing42gt thisy your true Ioijc for my mafter* 

Oil, How with n^^onour may I giT« him that^ 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio, I will acquit you. 

Oii. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well. 
'A £end like thee might bear my foul to hell. [^Exit. 

SCENE XII. Enter Sir Toby aad Fabian. 

Sir To. Geotlemacn, God fave thee. 

Fio, And you. Sir. 

Sir To, That defence thou haft, betake thee to 't ; of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I know 
ittot ; but thy interpreter, fudl -of defpight, blopdy as 
the hunter, attends thee at the orchard-end ; difmouat 
ihytock, be yare in diy preparation, for thy a^ailant is 
^iiick, fldlfol, and. deadly. 

Fia, You miftake. Sir ; I jam fure no man hath any 
parrel to me ; my remembrance is very free and dear 
^om atiy ima^e of offence done to any man. 

Sir To., You '11 find it otherwife, I aflbre you-; there* 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your oppc^e hiuth In him, what youth, 
ftrength, i]dll, and w£^ can fumiih nfian withal. 

Fio, I pray you, Sir, what is he ? 

SirTq, He is Kftight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet confideration ;' but he is a devil in private 
inrawl ; foufe and bodies hath he divorced three ; and 
his incenfement at this moment is {0 implacable, 
that ^tisfa^tioQ can be none but by -pangs of death and 
fepulchre : hob, nob, is his word; give't, or take 't. 

Fio, I will retuni' again into the houfe, and deAr« 
fome conduct of the Lady. I am bo fighter. I have 
heard of fome kbd of men, that put quarrels purpoiely 
on others to taile their valour : beltke this is a man of 
that quirk. 

Sir To, Sir, no ; his indignatioti derives itfelf out of 
a very competent injury; therefore get you on, and 
j^ve hin^ his^ d^eHre. JiUilck you ihall oot to the hottfe^ 
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unlefs you undertake that with me, which with as much 
fafety you might anfwer him: therefore on, or ftrip 
your fword ftark naked; for meddle you muft, that's, 
certain, or forfwear to wear iron about ybu, 

Vii). This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the Ejiighf 
what my offence to him is : it is fomething of my neg- 
ligence, nothing of my purpofe. 

Sir To. I wUl do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by 
this gentleman till my return. \Exit Sir Toby. 

Vio, Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fa^. I know the Knight is incensed againft you, even 
to a mortal arbitriment; but nothing of the drcum- 
flance more. 

Fio. I befeech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read him. 
by his form, as you are like to find in the proof of his 
valour. He is indeed. Sir, the moft Mful, bloody, 
and fatal oppofite that you could poffibly have found in 
any part of Illyria. Will you ^valk towards him ? I 
will make your peace with him, if I can. 

Ff^^ I (hall be muclh bound to you for 't : T am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight : I 
care not who knows fo much of my mettle. lEx^unt. 

SCENE XIIT. 
Enter Sir Toby, afiJ SJr Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; Ihavenotfeea 
fuch a virago : I had a pafs with him, rapier, fcabbard 
and all ; and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mor- 
tal motion, ^hat it is inevitable; and on the anfwer 
lie pays you as furcly as your feet hit the ground they 
ilcp on^ They fay he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir j^iid. Pox on 't, I '11 not meddle with him. 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can fcarce hold hJm yonder. - 

Sir An4. Plague on *t, an I thought he had been va- 
liant, and fo cunning in fence, I 'd have feen him damn'd 
ere I'd have chalkng'dhim. Let liim let the matter 
Hip, and I '11 give him my horfe, grey Capilet. 

&irTo. I.'U m^6 the motion; ftand here, make « 
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good fhew on't. — This (hall end without the perdi- 
tion of fouls ; marry, I *11 ride your horfc as well as I 
ride you, {^^Jfide. 

Enter Fabian, and Viola. 

I have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have per- 
liiaded him the youth 's a devil. {To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To^ There 's no remedy, Sir ; he will fight with 
you for's oath fake: marry, he. had better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now fcarce to be 
worth talking of; therefore draw for the fupportance of 
his vow, he protefts he will not hurt you. 

Vio, Vt^lJ God defend 'me ! a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious. 

Sir To, Come, Sir x4.nclrew, there 's no remedy ; the 
gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout with 
you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he has pro- 
mised me, as he is a gentleman and a foldier, he will 
not hurt you. Come on, to 't. ^ [They dratv. 

Sir And. Pray God he, keep his oath ! 

SCENE XIV. Enter Anthonio. 

Vio. I do aflure you 'tis againft my will. 

Ant. Put up your fword; if this young gehtleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Draiving, 

Sir To. You, Sir ? why, what are you ? 

Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To, Nay, if you be an undenaker, I am for you, 

[^Dra^j. 

Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold ; here come the officers. 

Sir To. I *11 be with you anon. 

Vio. ^TZj, Sir, put your iwo'rd up, if you pleafe. 

. ' [To .Sir ^ Andre V • 

i. Sir And, Marry, will I, Sir ; and for that I promtsM 
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you, I '11 be as good as my word. He will bear you 
cafily, and reins well. 

1 Off'. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Of, Antonio, larfeft thee at the fuitof Duke Or- 
yfnt. You do miftake me, Sir. [fino. 

. I Off, No, Sir, no jot : I know your favour well ; 
Thou^ now you have no fea-cap on your head. 
Take him away; he knows 1 know him well. 

u4nt^ I muft obey. Tliis comes with feeking you ; 
But there *s no remedy. I (hall anfwer it. 
What will you do ? now my neceffity 
Makes me to alk you for my purfe. It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you. 
Than what befals myfclf : you ftand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 
. 2 OJ^. Come, Sir, away. 

y^nt, I muft intreat of you fome of that money. 

Fio. What money, Sir ? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fhew'd me here. 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble. 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I *I1 lend you fomething ; my having is not much ; 
I '11 make divifion of my prefent with you : 
Hold, there 's half ray coffer. 

y^«/. Will you deny me now ? 
Is 't poffible that my deferts to you ' 

Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that it make me fo unfound a man. 
As 10 upbraid you with thofe kindnefles 
That I have done for you. 

Fio. I know of none. 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man. 
Than lying, vainnefs,.babling, drunkennefs, 
^Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood, 

j^Tjt, Oh, heav'ns themfelves ! ' 

2 Off, Come, Sir, I pray you, go. 

j4nt. Let me fpeak a little. This youth that you fee 
I fnatch*d one half out of the jaws of death ; [here. 
Relieved him with fuch fandtity of love, 
And to his image, which, methought, did promife 

Vol. III. M 
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•Moft venerable worth, dhi I devotioa. 

I Off, What 's that to as ? the time goes by ; away* 

Ant, But oh, how vile an idol proves this god J 
Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature Ihame- 
In nature there '« no blemifli but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform 'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty ; but tlie beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflpurifh'd by the devil. 

I Off, The man grows mad, away with him^ 
Come, come^ Sir. 

Jnt, Lead me on. \^Exit Antonio luith'Vffcers^ 

Vio, Methinks his words do from fuch palfion fly. 
That he believes himfelf ; fo do not I : 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true. 
That \,y dear brother, be now ta'en for you I 

Sir To, Come hither. Knight ; come hither, Fabian | 
we '11 whifper o'er a couplet or two of moft fage faws* 

Vio, He nam'd Sebaftian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs ; even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this faftiion, colour, ornament ; 
For him I imitate : oh, if it psove, 
Tempefts are kind, and fait waves frefh in love. {_Exit^ 

Sir To, A very difhoneft paltry bey, and more a 
<:oward than a hare ; his diflionefty appears in leaving 
his friend here in neceflity, and denying him ; and for 
his cowardfhip, a/k Fabian. 

FaL A coward, a moft devout coward, religious 
in. it. 

Sir Ajtd, 'Slid, VXl after him again, and beat him. 
. Sir To, Do, cuff him foundly, but never draw thy 
jfword. 

Sir And, An I do not, \_E7zit Sir Andrew. 

jEah, Come, let 's fee the event. 

£,ir To. I dare lay any money, 'twill be nothing yet. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

ne Jlreet. 

Enter Sebaftian, and Clown. 

€lo^ T T 7 El you make me believe that I am not lent 
V V for you ? 

Seh. Go to, go ta; thou art a fbolifh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 

Clo^ Well held out, i* faith: no, I do not know you \. 
nor I anj. not fent to you by ray Lady, to bid you come 
fpeak with her ; nor your name is not Mafter Cefario ; 
Bor this is. not my nofe neither ; nothing that is fo, is fo. 

Seh, I pr'ythec, vent thy {oWj fome where elfe ;. 
thou know'fl not me. 

Ch, Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of 

fbme great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber the world will' 
prove a cockney : I pr'ythee now, ungird thy flrange- 
nefs, and tell me what I fh^li vent to my Lady ; fhall* 
I vent to her that thou art coming ? 

Seb, I pr'ythee, foolifh Greek *, depart from me ; 
there 's money for thee. If you tarty longer, I fliall 
give woi;fe payment. 

Clo, By my troth, thou haft an open hand; thefe 
wife men that give fools money, get themfelves a gootj^ 
report after fourteen years purchafef. 

Enter Sir Andvtx/y SJr Toby, <7«^ Fabian,. 

Sir Ajid, Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there 's- 
for you, \_Striking Sebaftian,. 

Seb. Why, there 's for thee, and there, and thei;e ;. 
are all the people mad f [^Bpating Sir Andrew. 

• Greeiy was as much as to fay hanvd or pander. He undepftood', 
the Clown to be afting in that office. A bawdy-houfe was called 
Corinth, and the fre<|ueiiters of it Corinthians \ which words ©ccur 
frequently in Shakcfpcar; efpccially in Titmn of Athens, and Hen- 
ry IV. 

f This (ecms to carry a piece of fatyr upon monopclies, thc^ry- 
ing gri«:vance of that time. The grants generally were for fourteea' 
years; and the petitions being referred to a committee, it was-fu^ 
i^Ctcd tliftt money gained favourable repoits from thence«. 
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Sir To, Hold, Sir, or I '11 throw your dagger o'er the 
houfe. 

67(7. This will I tell my Lady ftraight. I would not 
be in fome of your coats for two pence. [£.\// Clown. 

Sir To, Come on, Sir ; hold. [//c////»^ Sebaftian. 

Sir And, Nay^ kt him alone, I '11 go another way to 
work with him ; I 'U have an action of battery againit 
hira, if there be any law in lllyria; though I ftruck 
him firft, yet it 's no matter for that. 

Sth, Let go thy hand. 

Sir To, Come, Sir ; I will not let you go. Come, 
my young foidier, put up your iron j you are well 
flefh'd : come on. 

Seb, I will be free from thee. What wouldft tho« 
now? 
If thpu dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. 

Sir To, What, what ? nay, then, I rauft have an 
6unce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

\They dra*w and fight, 

SCENE n. Enter Olivia. 

Olf, Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 

Sir To. Madam? 

on. Will it be ever thus ? ungracious wretch. 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach 'd : out of my fight ! 

Be not offended, dear Cefario : — 

Rudeiby, be gone ! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

{^Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew., 
'Ltt thy fair wifdom, not thy paffion, fway 
In this uncivil and unjuft extent 
Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe. 
And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'tl up*, that thou thereby 
May'ft fmile at this : thou (halt not chufe but go : 
Do not deny ; beftirew his foul for me. 
He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relifh is in this ? how runs the ftream ? 
Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep, 
If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep. 

• i,€. fwclled and inflamed ; a botch being a fwelliogor abfccfjf. 
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Oil. Nay, come, I pray : 'would thou 'dft be rul'd 

by me. 
Seh, Madam, I will. 
OU. O, fay fo, and fo be ! [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III; An apartment in Olivia's houfsd 
Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this 
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the cu- 
rate ; do it quickly. I 'U call Sir Toby the whilft. 

{Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well> ril put it on, and f will diffemble myfelf 
in 't ; and I would I were the firft that ever diflembled 
in fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the 
function well, nor lean, enough to be thought a good ftu- 
dent ; bur to be faid an honeft man, and a good houfe- 
keeper, goes as fairly, as to fay, a graceful man and a- 
great fcholar. The competitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby and Maria. 
Sir To. Jove blefs thee, Mr Parfon. 
Clo. Bonos dies^ Sir Toby; " for as the old hermit ojp' 
« Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid' 
•* to a niece of King Gorboduck, that that is, is; fo> 
" I being Mr Parfon, am Mr Parfon; for what is that,. 
*^ but that ? and is, but is ?" 
Sir To, To him. Sir Topas. 
Clo, What, hoa, I fay, — peace in this prifon ! 
Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave;. 

[Malvolioqy//^/^.. 
Mai. Who calls there ? 

67^; Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vifit Mal- 
Tolio the lunatic., ' - 

{This, and ixyhat follows fr/ini the Clo^n, in a coun-- 
terfeit voice. '\ 
Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to- 
my Lady. 

Clo. Out,, hyperbolical fiend, how vexefl thou ihi*J 
man ? 
Talkeft thou of nothing but ladies ? 
Sir To. Well faid, Mafter Parfon. 
Ms 
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Mai, Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd ; good 
Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid 
roe here in< hideous darknefs. 

67(?.'Fie, thou diflioneft Sathan; I call thee by the 
moft modeft terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle ones, 
that will ufe the devil himfelf with courtefy : fay 'ft thou 
that houfe is dark ? 

MaL As hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo, Why, it hath bay windows tranfparent as barri- 
cadoes, and the clear ftones towards the fouth -north are 
as luftrous as ebonjT; and yet complaineft thou of -ob- 
flrudion ? 

MaL I am not mad. Sir Topas; I fay to you, this 
houfe is daric. 

Clo. Madman, thou.erreft; I fay, there is no dark- 
nefs but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

MaL I fay, this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance v/ere as dark as hell ; and 1 fay, there was 
never man thus abufed ; I am no more mad than you 
are, make the trial of it in any conftant queftion. 

Clo, What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
%vi]d-fowl ? 

MaL That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What think'ft thou of his opinion ? 

MaL I think nobly of the foul, and no way approve 
of his opinion . 

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou ftill in darknefs ; 
t1k)u (halt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras ere I will al- 
low of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, left tlioii 
difpoflcfs the foul of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

MaL Sir Topas, Sir Topar. ! • 

Sir T'o, My moft exquifite Sir Topas ! 

Clo . Nav, I am for all v/aters *. [77-// In his onvn voice. 

Mar, Thou might'ft have done this without thy beard 
and gown; he fees thee not. 

sir To, To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how tliou fmd*ft him : I would we were all rid of 
this knavery. If .he may be conveniently delivered, I 

• A phrafe taken from the adder's ability of making the audience 
cry either with mirth or grief. 
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would he were ; for I am now fo far in oflFence with 
my niece, that I cannot purfue with any fafety this 
fport to the upfhot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

[^Exit nuith Maria. 

SCENE IV. 

Clo, Hsy Robin y jolly Robin y tell me ho-ix) my Lady does. 

[Singing. 

MaL Fool, 

Clo, My Lady is unkind y perdie. 

MaL Fool, 

Clo, Alas, ii)hy is Jhe fo ? 

MaL YooXy I fay ; 

Clo, She loves another — ^ — who calls, ha ? 

MaL Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my 
hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper ; 
as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to 
thee for 't. 

Clo, Mr Malvolio ! 

MaL, Ay, good fool. 

Clo, Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your ^vt wits ? 

MaL Fool, there, was never man fo notoriouily ab- 
us'd ; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo, But as well ! then thou art mad, indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

MaL They have here propertied me; keep me in 
darknefs, fend minillers to me, affes, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. - 

Clo, Advife you what you fay ; the minifter is here. — 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns reftore ; en- 
deavour thyfelf to deep, and leave thy vain bibbie 
babble. \^In a counterfeit voice,- 

MaL SirTopas, 

Clo, Maintain no words with him, good fellow, [/a 
the counterfeit voice. 
Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w'you, good Sir 

Topas \_Tn his o*wn voice. 

Marry, amen. [^Counterfeit,'] 1 will. Sir, I will, 

[/» his onun voice 

MaL Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 

Clo, Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir? I 
am ihent for fpeaking to you. 
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Ma/, Good fool, help me to fome light, and fonic 
paper ; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any 
man in lUyria. 

C/o, Well-a-day, that you were, Sir ! 

Ma/. By this hand, I am. Good fool, fome ink, 
paper, and light ; and convey what 1 fet down to my 
Lady : it fhall advantage thee more than ever the bear- 
ing pf letter did. 

C/o. 1 will help you to 't. But tell me true, are you 
not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Ma/. Believe me I 'am not : I tell thee true. 

C/o. Nay, I Ml ne'er i>elieve a madman, till I fee his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

Ma/. Fool, I Ml requite it in the higheft degree. 
I pr'ythee he gone. 

C/o. I am gone, S/r, and anon, Sir^ [Singing. 

77/ be luit/) you again 
In a trice, /ike to t/je o/d vice. 

Tour need to fujlain : 
Wiio nuit/} dagger of/at/j, in htis rage, and his nvrath. 

Cries, J/j, /ja! to t/je devi/ : 
Like a mad /ad, pare t/yy nai/s, dad. 

Adieu good man drive/. „ ' \Eic^t. 

SCENE V. 
Cluniges to anot/ier apartment in 0/ivia^s houfe. 
Enter Sebaftian. ^ 

Seh. This is the air, that is the glorious fun;. 
Tliis pearl fhe gave me, I do feel 't and fee 't. 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where 's Antonio then ? 
I could not find him at the Elephant ; 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit *, 
That he did range the town to feek me out. 
His counfel now might do me golden fervice ;— »^ 
For tho' my foul difputes well with my fenfe. 
That this may be. fome error, but no madnefs; 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inftance, all difcourfe f , 

* Credit^ for account, information. 

\ IttftaHCCf for fcnfe; dtfcour/c, forrcafon, 
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That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes. 

And wrangle with my reafon, that perfuades me 

To any other truft, but that I *m mad, 

Or elfe the lady's mad ; yet if 'twere {(r. 

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers^ 

Take, and give back affairs, and their difpatch. 

With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and liable bearing. 

As I perceive fhe does ; there 's ibmething in 't 

That b deceivable. But here (he comes. 

Enter Olivia and Prieft. 

Oli, Blame not this haile of mine : if you mean well. 
Now go with me, and with this holy man. 
Into the chaatry by ; there before him. 
And underneath that confecrated roof. 
Plight me the full afTurance of your faith ; 
That my moft jealous and too doubtful foul 
May live at peace. He fhall conceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note ; 
What time we. will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fay ? 

Sffb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you; 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 

0/i, Then lead the way, good father j and heav'ns 
fo fhine. 
That they may fairly note this ad of mine ! 

l^xeunt^^ 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

The greets 

Enter Cbwn, and Fabian. 

Fah. "XT O W, as thou lov'ft me, let mc fee hi$ 

i^ letter. 

CIo. Good Mr Fabian, grant me another requeft. 
fah. Any thing. 

do. Do not defire to fee this letter. 
Fah, This is to give a dog, and in recompence deiire 
my dog again. 
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Enter Duke, Viola, CuVio^ and Lords, 

Duke, Belong y6u to the Lady Olivia, friends ? 

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are feme of her trappings* 

Duke, I know thee well ; how doil thou, my good 
fellow? 

Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worfe for my friends. 

Duke, Juft the contrary ; the better for thy friends^ 

Clo, No, Sir, the worfe. 

Duke, How can that be ? 

67o/ Marry, Sir, they praife ni«, and make an- afs; 
of me ; now,. B»y foes tell mc plainly I am aa afs ; fo- 
that by my foes. Sir, I profit in the knowledge of my- 
felf ; and by my friends I am abufed : fo that conclu- 
fion to be afked, is, if your four negatives make your 
two affirmatives, why, then the worTe for my friends^ 
and the better for my foes . 

Duke, Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth. Sir, no, thou^ it pleafe you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou fhalt not be the worfe for me, there's 
gold. * 

Clo, But that it would be double dealing. Sir, I 
would you could make it another. 

Duke, O, you giVe me ill counfel, 

Clo, Put your Grace in your pocket. Sir, for this once^ 
and let your flefli and blood obey it. 

Duke, Well, I will be fo much a finner to be a dou- 
ble-dealer : there 's another. 

Clo, Primoyfecundoy tertio^ is a good play; and the 
ol3 faying is, the third pays for all : thg triplex, Sir, 
is a good tripping meafure ; or the bells of St Bennet,. 
Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke, You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw ; if you will Jet your Lady know I am here to 
fpeak with her, and bring her along with yeu, it may 
awake my bounty further. 

Clo, Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again. I go. Sir; but 1 would not l>ave you to think,, 
that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufaefs 5 hot,. 
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as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and I will 
awake it anon. \_Exit Clown. 

S C E N E n. 

Efjter Antopio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man. Sir, that did refcuc me» 

Duke, That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear'd 
.As black as Vulcan in the fmoak of war, 
A bawbling vefT^l was he captain of. 
For fliallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which fuch fcathful grapple did he make 
With the moft noble bottom of our fleet, , 

That very envy and the tongue of lofs 
Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter? 

I Offi. Orfino, this is that Antonio^ 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy ; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loft his leg : 
Here in the ftreets, defperate of (hame and ftate. 
In private brabble did we apprehend him.* 

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir; drew on my fide; 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me, 
I know not what 'twis,, Jbut diftradion, 

Duke, Notable pirate ! thou fait- water thief! 
What foolifli boldnefs brought thee to their mercies. 
Whom thou in terms fo bloody and fo dear 
Haft made thine enemies ? 

y^nt, Orfino, noble Sir, 
Be pleas'd that I fhake oflF thefc names you give me : 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate ; 
'I'hough I confefs, pn bafc and ground enough, 
Orfino^s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither: 
That moft ungrateful boy there, by your fide. 
From the rude fea's cnrag'd and foamy .mouth 
Did I redeem ; a^wreck paft hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or raftraint ; 
All his in dedication. For his fake. 
Did I expofe myfelf (pure for his love) 
into Jthe danger of this adverfe town ^ 
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Drew to defend him, when he was befet ; 

Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance ; 

And grew a twenty years removed -thing. 

While one would wink ; deny'd me mine own purfe. 

Which I had recommended to his ufe 

Not half an hour before. 

Vh, How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

j^nt. To-day, my Lord ; and for three months before 
(No interim, not a minute's vacancy) 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

SCENE III. Enter Olivia and attendants. 

Ditke, Here comes the Countefs ; now heav'n walks 
on earth. 
But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are madnefs. 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 
But more of that anon — ^Take him aiide. — 

Oli, What would my Lord, but that hesriiay not have, 
Wherein Olivia may feem fcrviceable ? 
Cefario, you do not keep promife with me. 

Vio. Madam! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, 

Oli. What do you fay, Cefario ? Good ray Lord — 

Vio. My Lord would fpeak, my duty hufhes me. 

Oli.' If it be aught to the old tune, my Lord, 
It is as flat and fulfome to mine ear 
As howling after mufic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

Oli. Still fo conftant. Lord. 

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? You uncivil. Lady, 
To whofe ingrate and inaufpiciouS altars 
My foul the faithfulPft offerings has breath'd out. 
That e'er devotion tendered. What (hall I do ? 

Oli. Ev'n what it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become 
him. 

Duke. Why fhould I not, had I the heart to do 't. 
Like to th' Egyptian thief*, at point of death 

• The Egyptian thief was Thyamis. See the ftory in the TbeS' 
gittCf and CharicUa of Heliodorus, 
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Kill what I love ? (a favagcjealoufy. 

That fometimes favours nobly). But hear me this : 

Since you to non-regardance call my faith. 

And that I partly know the inftrument. 

That fcrews me from my true place in your favour ; 

Live you the marble-breafted tyrant ftill : 

But this youjT minion, whom I know you love. 

And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly. 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his mafter's fpight. 

Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mif- 

I '11 facrifice the Iamb that I do love, [chief. 

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. \Duke going, 

Vio, And I moft jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reft a thoufand deaths would die. [JoUo*wing, 

Oli, Where goes Cefario ? 

Vio, After him I love. 
More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life ; 
More, by all mores, than e'er I fhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneffes above 
Punifh my life, for tainting of my love ! 

Oli, Ay me, detefted! how am I beguil'd? 

Vio, Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 

Oli. Haft thou forgot thyfelf ? Is it fo long ? 
Call forth the holy father. ^ 

Duke, Come, away, [To Viola. 

Oli, Whither, my Lord ? Cefario, hufband, ftay. 

Duke. Hufband? 

Oli, Ay, hufband. Can h^ that deny ? 

Duke, Her hufband, firrah? 

Vid, No, my 'Lord, not I. 

Oli, Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear. 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety. 
Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up : 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ft. 

Enter Priejl, 

O welcome, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (tho' lately we intended 
To keep in darknefs, - what occafion now 
Vol. m. N 
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Reveals before 'tis ripe) what thou doft know 
Hath newly pafs*d between this youth and nie» 

Priefl. A contra<fl of eternal bond of love, 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attefted by the holy clofe of lips, 
Strengthen^ by ii\terchangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony of this compadl: 
SeaPd in my fundioh, by my teftiraony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my grave 
I have travelled but two hours* 

Duke, O thou difTembling cub ! wfcat wilt thou be, 
When time hath fow'd a grizzel on thy cafe ? 
Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow. 
That thine own trip fhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her ; but dired thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
' Fio, My Lord, I do protefl 

0/f, O do not fwear ; 
H0I4 little faith, tho* thou haft too much fear ! 

SCENE IV, Enter Sir Andxtviy'with hh head broke. 

Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and fend 
one prefently to Sir Toby. 

OH, What 's the matter ? 

Sir And, H'as broke my head acrofs, and given Sir 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, your 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

OH, Who has done this. Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And, The Duke's gentleman, one Cefario ; wc 
took him for a coward, but he 's the very devil incar- 
:^r.ate. 

Duke, My gentleman, Cefario ? 

Sir And, .Od's lifelings, here he is. You broke my 
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was fet on to 
do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio, Why do you fpeak to me ? I never hurt you. 
You drew your fword upon me without caufe ; 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Clonxjn, 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you hare 
jburt me. I think you fet nothing by a bloody cox- 
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comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you fhall hear 
more ; but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled you other-gates than he did. 

Duke, How now, gentleman ? how is 't with you ? 

Sir To, That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on 't. Sot, didft fee Dick furgeon, fot ? 

Clo, O he 's drunk. Sir Toby, above an hour agone ; 
his eyes were fet at eight i* th' morning. 

Sir To. Then he 's a rogue; and a paft-meafure Painim, 
I hate a drunken rogue.- 

Oli. Away with him : who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And, 1 11 help you. Sir Toby, hecaufe we'll be 
drefs'd together. 

Sir To, Will you help an afs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? 

[^Exeunt Clo. To. and And»> 

0/i, Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 

SCENE V. E/^ter Sebaftian. 

Seh, I am forry. Madam, I have hurt your kinfman 5 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muft have done no lefs with wit and fafety. 

\^AllJi^and in amaze » 
You throw a ftrange regard on me, by which 
I do perceive it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 

Duke, One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
A nat'ral perfpeftive, that is, and is not ! [fons j 

Seh, Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me. 
Since I have loft thee ! 

Ant, Sebaftian are you ? 

Seh, Fear'ft thou that, Antonio 1 

Ant, How have you made divifion of yourfelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 

Oli, Moft wonderful ! 

Seh, Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother 5 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature. 
Of here and every where. I had a fifter^ 
N 2 
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Whom the blind waves and furges have derour'd. 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? {To Viola. 

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of MefTaline; Sebaftian was my father; 
JSuch a Sebaflian was my brother too : 
So went he fuited to his wat'ry ton!b. 
If fpirits can aflume both form and fuit. 
You come to fright us. 

Seb, A fpirit I am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimenfion grofsly clad. 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft goes even, 
I fliould my tears let fall upon your cheek. 
And fay, " Thrice welcome, drdwned Vij?la ! 

Fio, My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And fo had mine. 

Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from hdr birtk 
Had numbred thirteen years. 

Seb. 0,« that record is lively in my foul ; 
He finifhed, indeed, his mortal adt. 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years, 

Vto, If nothing lets to make us happy both. 
But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire ; 
Do not embrace nae, till each circumftance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump. 
That I am Viola ; which to confirm, 
I '11 bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lie my maids' weeds ; by whofe gentle help 
I was preferv*d to ferve this Noble Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady and this Lord. 

Seb. So comes it. Lady, you have been miftook : 

ITc OHfia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contraded to a maid, 
Nor are 3'ou therein, by my life, deceiv'd; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true, 
I fhall have fhare in this moft happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, [To Vio. 
Thou never fhould'ft love womaji like to me. 
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Vio, And all thofe fayiogs will I over-fwear. 
And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foul. 
As doth that orbed continent the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand,. 
And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds . 

Vio. The captain that did bring me firft on ihore> 
Hath my maids' garments : he upon fome aftion 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's fuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my Lady's. 

Oii, He (hall enlarge him : fetch Malvolio hitheri 
And yet, alas, now 1 remember me. 
They fay, poor gentleman ! he 's much diftraft. 

SCENE VI. 

Efjter the Clown lurth a leUer, and Fabian-. 

A moft extracting frenzy * of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banifh'd his.. 
How does he, firrah ? 

Clo, Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the flave'k 
end, as well as a man in his cafe may do : h 'as here; 
writ a letter to you, I fhould have given 't you to-day 
morning. But as a madman's epifllcs are no gofpels, 
fo it flcills not much when they are deliver'd. 

Git, Open't, and read it. 

Clo, Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 

delivers the madman. — --By the Lardy Madam, 

[Reads,, 

OIL How now, art mad ? 

Clo, No, Madam ; I do but read madnefs : an your 
Ladyftiip will have it as it ought to be, you muft allow 
vox, 

OIL Pr'ythee read it i' thy right wits. 

Clo,- So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits^ 
IS to read thus : therefore perpend, my Princefs, and 
give ear. 

OIK Read it you, firrah. [To Fabian.' 

Fab, [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you 'wrong ??ie,, 
sind the ^orldjhall knoiJJ it : though you have put me into> 

♦ f. f . a frenzy that drew me away from every thing but .it* 
•wn object, 

N 3 
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darknefs, and given your drunken uncle rule over me, yet 
*have I the benefit of my fenfes as ivell as your Ladyjhip, I 
have your oivn letter that induced me to thefemhlance I put 
on i 'with the <which I doubt not but to do myfelfmuch rights 
or you much Jhame : think of me as youpleafe, I leave my 
duty a little unt bought of and f peak out of my injury. 

The madly us'd Makolio. 

Oli, Did he write this ? 

Clo, Ay, Madam. 

Duke, This favours not much of diflraiflion, 

Qli. Sep him dehver'd, Fabian ; bring him hither. 
My Lord, fa pleafe you, thefe things further thought oa, 
To think me as well a (ifter, as a wife ; 
One day (hall crown th' alliance on 't, fo pleafe you, 
Kere at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Duke. Madam, I am moft apt t' embrace your offer. 
Your mader quits you ; and for your fervice done hira, 
So much againft the metal of your fex, " [71? Viola. 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ; 
(And fince you called me mafter for fo long). 
Here is my hand you (hail from this time be 
"Your mailer's millTefs. 

Oli. A fifter, you are (he, 

SCENE VII. Enter Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

CJi, Ay, my Lord, this fame. How now, Malvolio ? 

MaL Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious 

Oli, Have I, Malvolio ? no. [wrong. 

Mai. Lady, you have ; pray you, perufe that letter. 
You muft not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe; _ 
Or fay, 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ; 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then- ; 
And tcH me in the modefly of honour, 
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour. 
Bade me come fmiling and crofs-garter'd to you^ 
To put on yellow (lockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : - 
And a<Sliag this in an obedient hope. 
Why have you fufFer*d me to be imprifon'd^ 
Kept in a dark houfe, yifitcd by the priefl> 
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And made the moft notorious geck> and gull. 
That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me, why ? 

Oli, Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confefs, much like the charader : 
But, out of queflion, 'tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was fhe 
Firl^ told me thou waft'mad ; then cam'ft thou fmiling. 
And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos*d* 
Upon thee in the letter : pr'ythee,' be content ; 
This practice hath moft fhrewdly pafs'd i^pon thee r 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it. 
Thou fhalt be both the plain tiflF and the judge 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fa6. Good Madam, hear me fpeak • 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come. 
Taint the condition of this prefent Hour, 
Which! have wondred at. In hope it fliall not. 
Moil freely I confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againft Malvolio here. 
Upon fome .ilubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ; 
In recompence whereof he hath married her. 
How with a fportful malice it was follow'd. 
May rather, pluck on laughter than revenge. 
If that^the mjuries be juftly weigh'd. 
That have on both fides pais'd. 

0/i, Alas, poor fool ! haw have they baffled thee ! 

C/o, Why, fome are horn greats fome atchieve great* 
nefsy and fome have great nefs thrujl upon them. I was one. 
Sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, Sir ; but that'* 
all one : — by the Lord, fool, I am not mad ; but do you 
remember, Madam, — nvhy laugh you at fuch a bar rem 
rafcal? an you fmile not, he^s gagged : and thus tha 
whirlgigg of time brings in his revenges. 

MaL I *li be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 

lExit. 

Oli, He hath been moft notprioufly abus'd. 

DuAe. Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace t 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
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When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A folemn combination (hall be made 

Of our dear fouls. Mean time, fweet fifter. 

We will not part from hence. — Cefaiio, come; 

(For fo you (hall be while you are a man) ; 

But when in other habits you are feen, 

Orfino*s miftrefs, and his fancy's queen. \Exeunt. 

Clown fings. 

• When that I ivas a little tiny loy^ 

With heyy ho, the nx)ind and the rain : 
A foolijh thing ivas but a toy, 

^For the rain it raineth every day. 
But nvhen I came to man's eft at e^ 

With hey, ho, &c. 
^Cainft knaves and thieves ?nen ftjut their gatty 

For the rain, &c. 
But 'when I camey alas / to ivive. 

With hey, ho, &c. 
By ftwaggering could I never thrive, , 

For the rain, &c. 
)3ut twhen I came unto my beds. 

With hey, ho, &c. 
With tofs'pots ftill had drunken heads y % 

For the rain, &c. 
A great 'while ago the luorld begun. 

With hey, ho, &c. • 

'But that^s all one, our play is done ^ 

And ive Ul ft rive to pleafe you every day, 

[Exit. 

J This poor ftuff appears to be the players,, not Sbakcfpcar's* 
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♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 4^ ♦^^ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



Salintti, DukcofEplefus. 
JEgcon, a merchant ofSyracufe. 

\ T-mn - brothers, 
^foas to ^geon 

>and ^mliat hut 

^uttknown to each 

Jotber. 



Antipbolls of 

Ephefus, 
AntiphoUs $f 

Sjracufe. 

Dromio of 

Epbefus, 
Dromio of 

Syracufe^ 
Balthazar, a merchmt 
Aogelo, agoldfrmtb. 



Twin-brothers, and 
Jlaves to the two 
AntipboHs^s. 



A Merchant, friend to Antlpho^ 

Us of Syracufe. 
j Dr Pinch, afcboolmajiert and m 
j conjurer. 

: Emilia, -wife to Mgcoti, an ab- 
j hefs at Epkefus. 
. Adriana, ivife to Anlipbolis ^ 
t Ephefus, 

Luciana. fifter to Adrtana, 
j Luce, ferimnt to Adriaua. 

JaiJor, Officers, and other At* 

I tendants. 



SCENE, Ephefus. 
^►♦^♦^ ♦♦♦♦♦!!► ♦♦♦♦!!► ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

ne Duke's palace. 

Enter the Duke ^Ephefus, -^geonj Jailor^ and other 
Attendants. 



iE^^(?/r. TXRocEED, Salinus, to procure my fall, 

r^ And by the doom of death end woes 
-*" and all. 

Duke, Merchant of Syracufe, plead no more ; 
Tam not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity, and difcord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancVous outrage of your Duke» 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
(Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have feaPd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods) » 
Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks. 
For, fince the mortal and inteftine jars 

^ The plot ukcn from the Menschmi of Plautus* 
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'Twixt thy feditious countrymen and tis» 

It hath in folemn fynods been decreed. 

Both by the Syracufans and ourfelves, 

T' admit no traiEc to our adverfe towns y 

Nay, more, if any born at Ephefus 

Be feen at Syracufah marts and fairs \ 

Again, if any Syracufan born 

Come to the bay of Ephefus, he dies : 

His goods confifcate to the Duke's difpofe^ 

Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied 

To quit the penalty, and ranfom him. 

Thy fubftance, valu'd at the higheft rate. 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. . 

Mgeon. Yet this my comfort, when your words art 
done. 
My woes end likewife with the evening- fun. 

Duke, Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufc^ 
Why thou departed'ft from thy native home ; 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephefus. 

JEgeon, A heavier tafk could not have been impos'4. 
Than I to fpeak my grief unfpeakable : 
Yet that the world may witnefs, that my end 
Was wrought by nature *, not by vile offence, 
I '11 utter what my forrow gives me leave. 
In Syracufa wa« I born, and wed - 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increas'd,^ 
By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum ; till my fa(5lor's death. 
And the great care of goods at random left. 
Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe ; 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old, 
Before herfelf (almoft at fainting under 
The pleafing punifhment that women bear) 
Had made provifion for her following mej 
And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was. 
There ftie had not been long, but (he became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fons ; 
And, which was ftrange, the one fo like the other, 

• i. r. by a natural event, by tke courfc of providcncc.^ 
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As could not be diftinguifti'd but by names. 

That very hour, and in the felf-fame inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of fuch a burthen, male twins both alike : 

Thofe (foir the parents were exceeding poor) 

I bought, and brought up to attend my fons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys. 

Made daily motions for our home-return ; 

Unwilling, I agreed ; alas, too foon I 

We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd. 

Before the always wind-obeying deep 

Gave any tragic inftance of our ha: m ; 

But longer did we not retain much hope : 

For what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant. 

Did but convey- unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; • 

Which tho' myfelf would gladly have embrac'd. 

Yet the inceflant weeping of my wife, 

(Weeping before, for what fhe faw muft come), , 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn 'd for fafhion, ignorant what to fear, 

Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me. 

And this it was ; (for other means were none). 

The failors fought for fafety by our boat, 

And left the fhip, then fmking-ripe, to us ; 

My wife, more careful for the elder born, 

Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare maft. 

Such as feafaring men provide for ftorms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus difpos*d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 

Faften'd ourfelves at either end the maft ; 

And floating flraight, obedient to the ftream, 

Were carry'd towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the fun, gazing upon the earth, 

Difpers'd thofe vapour^ that offended us; 

And, by the benefit of his wifti'd light. 

The feas wax'd calm ; and we difcover'd 

Two fliips from far making amain to us, 

0/ Corinth that, of Epidaurus this ; 
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But ere they came — Oh, let me fay no more 1 
Gather the fequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, forward, old man, do not break o£Ffo; 
For we may pity, tho' not pardon thee. 

Mgeon, Oh, had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them me reliefs to us. 
For ere the Ihips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We weie encountered by a mighty rock; 
Which being vioLntly borne upon, 
Our helplefs fhip was fplitted in the midft : 
So that, in this unjuft divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to forrow for. 
Her part, poor foul ! feeming as burdened 
With lefler weight, but npt with lefler woe. 
Was cayry'd with more fpeed before the wind. 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By fiftiermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another (hip had feiz'd on us ; 
And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
Gave helpful welcome to their fhipwreckM guefts ; 
And would have reft the fifhers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.— 
Thus have you heard me fever'd fropi my blifs ; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd. 
To tell fad ftories of my own miftiaps. 

Duke, And, for the fakes of them thou forrow'ft for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now. 

JEgeon, My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care. 
At eighteen years, became inquilitive - 
After his brother ; and importun'd me. 
That his attendant (for his cafe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain 'd his name) 
Might bear him company in queft of him : 
Whom whilfl I laboured -of a love to fee, 
I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 
Five funamers have I fpent in far theft Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Afia, 
And coafting homeward, came to Ephefus : 
JHopel^fs to find, yet loth to leave unfought, 
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Or that, or any place that harbours men. . 
But here muft end the ftory of my life ; 
And happy were I in my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke, Haplefs iEgcon, whom the fates have mark'd. 
To bear th' extremity of dire mifhap ; 
Now, truft me, were it not againft our laws, 
(Which princes, Vould they, may not difannul) ; 
Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity. 
My foul ihould fue as advocate for thee. 
But, tho* thou art adjudged to the death. 
And pafled fenteoce may not be recalled. 
But to our honour's grefit difparagement ; 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can ; 
I therefore, merchant, limit thee tliis day. 
To feek thy life by bencfidal help : 
Try all the friends thou haft in Ephefua, , 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum. 
And live ; if not, then thou art doomed to die. 
Jailor, take him to thy cufbody. ^ 

[^Exeunt Duke, and train. 

Jail, I will, ray Lord. 

JEgeon, Hopeleis and helplefs doth Mgton wend. 
But to piocraillnate his lifelefs end. 

l^Exeunt JEgton and Jailor. 

SCENE II. Changes to thejlreet. 
£/;/^r Antipholis ofSyracufe^ a Merchant^ andX^xomio. 

M^r, Therefore give out, you are of Epidamnum, 
Left that your goods too foon be confifcate. 
This very day, a Syracufan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out. his life. 
According to the ftatute of the town, 
Dits ere die weary fun fet in the weft : 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Jnt. Go bear it to the Centaur, ;'y^heij^.\^e hoft» 
And ftay there, Dromio, till I come to thee : 
Within this hour it yf'iW be dinner-time ; 
Till that I '11 view the manners of the town, 
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 

Vol.. HI. o 
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And then return, and fleep within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am ftiff and weafy. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many a man would take yon at your word^ 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. ' 

[£x// Dromio. 

Jnt. A trufty villain. Sir, that very oft, 
Whea I am dull with care and ^melancholy, - 
Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. 
What, will you walk with me about the town. 
And then go to the inn, and dine with me-? 

Mer, J am invited. Sir, to certain merchantS| 
Of- whom I hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Pleafe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart. 
And afterward confort you till bed-tinae : 
My prefent bufiftefs calls me from you now. 

Jnt, Farewel till then ; I will go lofe myfelf, 
And wandet up and down to view the city. 

Mer, Sir, I commend you to ypur own content. 

[Eait Merchant. 

SCENE III. 

Ant, He that commends me to my own content^ 
Commends me to the, thing I canno| get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water. 
That in the ocean feeks another drop. 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unfeen inquifiiive, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 
In queft of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf. 

Enter Dromio ^Ephefus. 
Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? how chance thou art return'd fo foon ! 
E, Dro. Return'd fo foon ? rather approach 'd to# 
late : 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpit. 
The clock has ftrucken tw^lvi upon the bell'; 
My miftrefs made it one upon my cheek, 
She is fo hot, becaufe the meat is cold; 
The meat is x:old, becaufe you come not hooie ; 



itized by Google 



Sc. 3. The Comedy of Errors , 1 59 

You come not home, becaiife you have no ftomach ; 
You have no ftomach, having broke your faft ; 
But we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray. 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant. Stop in your wind, Sir ; tell me this, I pray, 
Where you have left the money that I gave you \ 

E. Dro, Oh, — ^fixpence that I had a Wednefday h&. 
To pay the faddler for my miftrefs' crupper ? 
The faddler had it. Sir ; I kept it not, 

Anf, I am not in a-fportive humour now ; 
Tell me and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own cuftody ? 

E» Dro. I pray you, jeft. Sir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from ipy raiftrefs come to you in poft ; 
If I return, I (hall be poft indeed; 
For (he will fpore your fault upon ray pate, 
Methinks your maw, like mine, ihould be your dock) 
And ftrike you home without a meffenger, 

Aat. X^ome, Dromio, comc> thefe jefts are out of 
feafon ; 
Referve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

E. Dro. To me. Sir? why, you gave no gold to, me. 

>/«/. Come on, Sir Knave, have done your fooliihdefs ; 

A;;d tcll r."^ hv# th^ hi2; dif??§'4 Ay charge ? 

E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the 
mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phoenix, Sir, to dinner ; 
My mifbrefs and her fifter ftay for you. 

Ant. Now, as I am a Chriftian anfwer me, 
In what fafe place you 'have bei):ow'd my money; • 
Or I (hall break that merry fconce of your-s^ 
That fbinds on tricks when I am undifpo8*d : 
Where are the thon(knd marks ^hou hadft of me ? 

E. Dro. I have fome marks of your's upon my ^ate f 
Some q£ my miftrefs' .marks upon my (houlders ; 
But jiot a thoufand marks between you both.— 
If I (hould pay your Wor(hip thofe again. 
Perchance you will not bear tKcm patiently. 

Afft. Thy miftrcfs' marks ; what miftrcft, flave, haft 
tbo4 ? 

a 
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E. Dro, Your Worihip's wife, my miilrefs at the 
Phoenix ; 
She that doth faft till you come home to dinner ;• 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Jnt, What wilt thou flout me thus unto my fart. 
Being forbid ? there take you that, Sir Knave. 

£. Dro. What mean you, Sir? for God's fake hold 
your hands ; 
Nay, an you will not. Sir, 1*11 take my .heels, 

[^Exit Dromro. 

j^nt. Upon my life, by forac device or other. 
The villain is o'er- wrought of. all my money. 
They fay, this town is full of cozenage; 
aAs nimble jugglers that deceive the eye ; 
Drug-working forcerers that change the mind ; 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body ; 
Difguifed chc3.ters, prating mountebanks. 
And many fuch like libertines of fin : 
If it prove fg, I will be gone the fooner. 
I'll to the Cemaur, to go feek this Have : 
I greatly fear my money is not fafe, . {Exit. 

ACT II. ' S C E N E L 

The boufe of Antipholh of Ephefuf. 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

'Adr. ^I^T Either my hufband, nor the flave retum'd, 
j]^ That in fuch hafte I fent to feekliis mafter ! 
Sure, .l-iiciana, k i&two o'clock. 

hue Perhaps fome merchant ha,th invited him. 
And from the mart he *& fbmewhere gone to dinner: 
.Good frfterylet us dine, attd never fret. 
A man is mafter of his liberty : 
Time is their mafter ; and when they fee tinw. 
They'll go or come ; if fo, be patient, fifter. " 

Jdr. Why (hould their liberty than ours be more ? 

Luc. Beqaufe their bufmefs ftill lies out a-door. 

Adr. Look, whbnl feryc him fo, he takes it ill* 

huG^ Oh, know, he is the bridle of. your wilU 
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Adr. Tlicre's none but afles will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is ialh'd with woe. 
There's nothing fituate under heav'n's eye. 
But hath its bound in earth, in fea, in fky : 
The beafts, the fifties, and the winged fowls. 
Are tlieir males' fubjefts, and at their cqiltrouls. 
Men naore divine, the matters of all theft, 
Lords of the wide world, and wide wat'ry feas, 
Enda'd with intelleftual fenfe and foul, 
Of more preheminence than fifh and fowl, 
AfI; mafters \6 their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords, 

Adr. This fervitude makes you to keep unwed. 

hue. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr, But were you wedded, you would bear fome 

hue. Ere I learn lore, I'll praftife to obey. [fway. 

Adr^ How if your hufband ftart fome other where ? 

hue. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience unraov'd, no marvel tho' ftie paufe \ 
They can be "meek that have no other caufe : 
A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity. 
We bid be quiet, when w6 hear rt cry ; 
But were we burden'd with like weight of pain. 
As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain* 
So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helplefs patience would'ft relieve me : 
But if thou live to fee like right bereft, 
Tliis fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left. 

hue. Well^ I will marry one day but to try ; 
Here comes your man, now is your hufband nigh; 

SCENE H. Enter I>xom\o^/ Ephefus. 

Adr.-Szjt is your tardy mafter now at hand? \ 

E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands 'with me, and that 
my two ears can witnefs. 

Adr. Say, did'ft thou fpeak with him ? know 'ft thoa 
his mind? 

E. Dro, Ay, ay, he tohd me his mind upon mine ear, 
Belhrew his hand, I fcarce could underftaod it. 

. Ltt^r. Spake he fo doubtfully, t<hou could'ftnot feel 
bis meaning ? ' 

£. Dro, Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too well 
3 
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feel his blows; and withal fb doubtfully, that. I could 
fcarce underftand them. 

j4dr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is.be coming home ? 
It feeras he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, miftrefs, fure my mafter is born-mad. 

jidr, Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

E.Dro, I mean not cuckold mad; but fure he's fiark 
When I deflr^d him to come home to dinner,- [mad : 
He afk'd me for a thoufand magics in gold : 
'Tis dinner-tinie, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he : 
Your meat doth burn, quoth 1 ; My gold, quoth he : 
Will yoii come home, quoth I ? My gold, quoth he ; 
Where ia.the thoufand. marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd; My gold, quoth he; 
^My miftrefs, Sir, quoih I ; Hang up thy miftrefs I 
I know not thy miftrefs ; out on thy miftrefs t 
* Luc. Quoth who ? 

E, Dro. Quoth my maftc.r : 
I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, nor miftrefs ; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders; 
For, in concliifion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go- back again, , thou flave, and fetch him 
home. 

E, Dro, Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
Fbc God's fake fend fome other meflenger. 

j^dr, Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 

E. Dro.iAnd he will bl^fs that crofs witl^ other beat- 
. ing: 
Between you I fliall have a holy head. 

y4dr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter home. 

'E. Dro, Am I fo round with you as you with me. 
That like a foot-ball you do fpurn rae thus ? 
You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn me hither : 
If I laft in this fervice, you nvaft cafe me in leather. 

lExif. 

SCENE III. 

Luc, Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face? 
f Adr, Hip company muft do bis minions grace, 
Whiift 1 at home ftarve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age th' alluring beauty toot . 
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From my. poor cheek ? then» he hath wafted it. 
Are my difcourfes dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and (harp difcourfe be-man-'d, 
Unkindoefs blunts it» more than marble hard. 
Do their gay veftments his affedHoGkS bait ? 
That's not my fault : he's mafter of my ftatc. 
What ruins are in me, that dan be found 
By him not ruin'd ? theu. is he the ground 
Of niy defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of his wo^ld fooii repair. 
But, too unruly dear, he breaks the pale. 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale. 
Luc. Self-harming jealoufy .' — fie, beat it hence. 
j4dr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfc. 

I know his eye doth homage other- where ; 

Or elfe what lets it, but he would be here ? 

Sifter, you know he promis'd me a chain ; 

Would that alone, alone, he would detain, . 

So he would keep fair quarter with l^s bed. 

I fee the jewel beft .enameled, 
>Will lofe his beauty ; and the gold bides ftill. 

That others touch ; yet often touching will 

Wear gold : and fo no man that hath a name. 

But falfehood, and corruption, doth it fhame. 

Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, 7^ 

I '11 weep what's left away, and weeping die. ^ 

Luc, How. many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy ! 3 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. Changes to thejlreet. - 

Enfer Antipholis of Syracufe. 

Ant, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful flave 
Is wandered forth in care to feek me out. 
By computaiion, and mine hoft*s report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft 
I fent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

How now. Sir ? is your merry humour alter'd ? 
As you love flrokes; fo jeft with me agaiu. 
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You know no Centaur ? yon received no gC>ld ? 
Your miftreis fenc to have me home to dinner \ 
My houie was at the Phoenix \ waft thou mad. 
That thui fo madly thou didi): anfwer ilie ? 

S. Dro. What anfwer, Sir ? when fpake I fuch a 

, word ? 

jint. Even now, even here» not half an hour fince. 

S, Dro. I did not fee yon fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Jnt, Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt ; 
And told*ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner ; 
For which I hope thou felt 'ft I was difpleas'd. 

S^ Dro^ I *m glad to fee you in this merry vein : 
What means this Jeft, I pray you,- mafter, tell me ? 

Jnt, Yea, doft thou jeer and floui me in the teeth ? 
Think *ft thou I jeft ? hold, take thou that, and that. 

IBeatr Dro. 

S. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jeft is 
earneft; 
Upon what barjgain do you give it me f 

j^nt. Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you. 
Your faudnefs will jeft upon my love. 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
When the fun ihines, let fooliAi gnats make fport ; 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpcd. 
And fafhion your demeanour to my looks ; 
Or I will beat this method * in your fconcef • 

• Method^ for inftm^on. 

f yourfconce. 

5* Dro, Scoooe, -call you it ? fb yeu wouU leave battering, I 
had radier have it a head ; an you ufe thefe blows long, 1 muftgR 
a fconcc for my head, and mfconce \i too, or elfe I QiiW feek my 
wit in my (boulders. But, I pray. Sir, why am I beaten ? 

Ant. Dod thou not know ? 

S, Dro, Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant, Shall J tell yon why ? 

5. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore ; for, they fay, every why 
hath a wherefore. 

Ant. "Why, firft, for flouting me ; and when wherefore, fcr 
urging it the fccond time to me. 

£, Dro, Was thereover any man thus beaten out of ^ibo, 
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S .C E N E V. Enter Adriana and Ludana. " 

Adr, Ay, ay, Antipholis, look ft range and frown. 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpeds : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. . 
The time was once, when thou* unurg'd, wouldft vo\r, 

• That never words were mufic to thine ear, 

• That nev^r objedl pleafing in thine eye, 

• That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

"When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither rhime aor reaionf 
"Well, Sir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what ? 

5. Dro, Marry, Sir, for this fomething that you gave me foi 
mothing. 

Ant. I*U make you amends ncxt^ to give you nothing for foa*- 
thing. But fay. Sir, is it dinner-time i 

JS. Dro. No, Sir, I tJiink the meat wants t)iat I have. 

Ant. In good lime. Sir, what's that ? 

S. Dro. Bafting. 

Ant, Well^ Sir, then 'twill be dry. 

S. Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you «at none of it. 

Aiit. Yourreaibn? 

iS. Dro. Left it make you choleric, and purchafe me anothe# 
^-bafting. • 

Ant. "VX-'cll, Str, learn to jeft in good time ; there's a time for 
all things. : 

S» Dro. I durft have deny'd that, before you were fo choleric. 

Ant. By what rule, Sir ! 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald patfc of 
father Time htmfclf. 

Ant. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair, that 
grows bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro^ Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover the loft hair 
•f another man . 

Ant. Why is Tfane fuch a niggard o£ hair, being, as it is, fo 
plentiful an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Because it is a blefling that he beftows on beafts ; and 
^hat he hath fcantcdmen in hair, he hath given them in wk. 

Ant. Why, hut there's many a man hath more hajr than wit. 

S, Dro. Not a man of thofe,' but he hath the wit to lofe his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers without 
wit. ' 

5. Dro: The plainer dealer, the fooacr loft ; yet he lofts it m 
a kind of jollity. 

Ant. For what rcafon? 
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* That never meat fweet-favour'd in thy tafte, 

* Unlefs 1 fpake, or looked, or touch'd, or carv'd. 
How comes it now, my hu(band, oh, how comes it» 
That thou art thus eftranged from thyfelf ? 
Thyfelf I call it, being ftrange to me. 

That, undividable, incorporate. 

Am better than thy dear felf *s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me : 

For know, my love, as- eafy may'ft thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulph. 

And take unmingled thence that drop again. 

Without addition or diminifhing, 

As take from me thyfelf, and not me too. 

Jiow dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Should*ft thou but hear I were licentious ? 

And that this body, confecrate to thee, 

By ruffian luft fhould be contaminate ? 

Would*ft thou not fpit at me, and fpum at mct^ 

And hurl the name of hafband in my face. 

And tear the ftain'd ikin of my harlot-brow. 

And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring. 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou can'ft ; and therefore fee thou do it» 

I am pofTefs'd with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of luft : 

X» t)ro. For two, aiid found ones too* 
jittt. Nay, not found, I pray you. 
S' Dro, Sure ones then. 
Mt, Nay, not fure in a thing fidiing. 
S- Dro. Certain ones then. 

Ant. Name them. ^^ 

S. Dro The one to favc the money that he fpcnds In tyring ; 
the other, that at dinner they (hould not drop In his porridge. 

utit. You would all this time have proved, there is no lime for 
all things. . 

S. Dro. Marryi and did. Sir; namely, no time to recover hair 
" loft by nature. 

Mt. But your reafon was not fubftantial, why there is no tune 
to recover. 

S, Dro, Thus I mend it : Time hlmfclf is bald,. and therefore 
to the world's end will have bald followers. * 

Aat. I knew 'twould be a bald cpnclufion : but, loft I who wafts 
BS yonder? 

SCENE, ^f. 
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For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 

I do digeft the poifon of thy flefh. 

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live diilaiwid, thou undifhonoured. 

Jnt. plead 'you to me, fair dame ? I know you not i 
Id Epheffls r am but two hours old,. 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk *. . 

Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is changM with 
When were you wont to ufe my filler thus ? [you ! 

She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. By Dromio ? 

S. Dro. By me ? 

Adr. By thee ; and thus thou didft return from him. 
That he did buffet thee ; and in his blows 
Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant, Did you converfe. Sir, with this gentlewoman ^ 
What is the courfe and drift of your compa(5l ? 

S. Dro, I, Sir, I never faw her till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou lyeft ; for even her very words . 
Didft thou deliver to me on the mart. 

S, Dro. I never fpoke with her in all my life. 

Ant* How can fhe thus theft call us by our names, 
Unlefs'it be by infpiration ? 

A dr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 
To counterfeit thus grofsly with your (lave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt f. 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will faften on this fleeve of thine ; 
«* Thou sirt an elm, my hu(band, I a vine : 
** Whofe weakncfs, marry'd to thy ftronger ftate, 
** Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate ; 
" If aught poflefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
*• Ufurping ivy, briar, or idle mofs ; 
•* Who, all for want of pruning, with intrufioa- 
** Infed thy fap, and live on thy confufion. 

• —as to yonr talk. 

"Who, every word by all my wit- behigicaim'd, 
Wants wit in all one word to uaderiUnd,- 

Imc. Fie, brother, ^c, 

f Exempt for eflranyd. 
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Ant. To me fhe fpeaks ; flie moves me for her theme \ 
What, was I marry'd to her in my dream ? 
Or fleep I now, and think I hearall this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, ^ • 

I'll entertain the favoured fallacy. " - 

Luc, Dromio, go bid the fervants fpread for dinner*. 

Adr, Come, come, no longer will I be a fool. 
To put the finger in the eye, and weep, 
Whilft man and mailer laugh my woes to fcom. 
Come, Sir, to dinner ; Dromio, keep the gate ; 
Hufbcind, I'll dine above with you to-day. 
And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks ; • 
Sirrah, if any ailc you for your mafter. 
Say he dines forth, and let bo creature enter : 
Come, fitter; Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant, Am. I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd I 
Known unto thefe, and to myfelf difguis'd ? 
I '11 fay as they fay, and perfever fo ; 
And in this mift at all adventures go, 

S, Dro, Matter, fiiall I be porter at the gate ? ) 

Jdr. Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate, ^ 

Luc' Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late. ) 

lExeunt. 

• {pread for dinner. 

S. Dro. Oh, for my beads! I crofs me for a finncr. 
This is the Fairy Und: oti.. ipignt of ipights ! 
Wt talk with goblins, owls, and elvifli fprights ; 
If we obey them not, this xvill eniuc, 
They'll luck pur breath, and pincKus blackand blue. 

Luc. Why prat'il thou to thyfelf, and anfwer'ft not f 
proirio, thou drone, thoU.fnail, thou fing, thoufot! 

S. Dro. 1 am transformed. M after, am not 1 r 

Jrtt. I think thou art in mind, and fo am I. 
- S. Dro. Kay, Mafter, borh in mind and in my Iflape. 

jint. Thou haft thine own form. 

S. Vro, No ; I am an ape. 

J,tiC. If thou art chang'J to aught, 'tis to an afs. 

5. Dro 'Tis true; Hic nJes me, and I long fv>r ^rafs. 
» ris fo, I am an afs ; elfc it could never be, , 
JBwt I ru)uld know her, as well as ihs knows n?c.. 

^(Ir, Come, come, s^-^:,. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Jirtet he/ore AntipholisV houfe, 



Enter Antipholis c/Ephefus, Dioraio ^Ephefus, An- 
gelo, and Balthazar. 

E, Ant. f^ Ood Signior Angelo, you muft excufe us ; 
V T My wife is fhrewifh when I keep not 
Say, thai I linger 'd with you at your fliop [hours ; 

To fee the making of her carkanet; 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him ; 
And charg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold ; 
And that I did deny my wife and honfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didll thou mean by this* I 
I think thou art an afs. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo it doth appear 
By the wrongs I fufFer, and the blows I bear • 
I Ihould kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that pafs. 
You would keep from ray heels, and beware of an afs. 

E, Ant, Y' are fad, Signior Baltliazar. Pray God, 
our cheer 
May anfwer my good-will, &nd your good welcolne 
here f . . 

♦ mean hy this ? 

E. Dro. Say wbat you will. Sir ; but I know what I know ; 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to fhow ; 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gr.ve were ir.k, 
Your own handwriting wouLl tell you what I lliink, 

£. Aht. I think, he. 



good welcome here. 



'Bah I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your welcome dear. 

£. Aut. Ah, Si^tjnior Balthazar, eiiher at Hcili or fifn, 
A table-f-ill of v.clccme makes fcarce one d-inry c.ifli. 

Bal. Good meat. Sir, is 'common; that every churl affords. 

£. Ant. And welcome more common ; for that's nothing but 
words. 

Bal. Small clieer, and ;yrer,t welcome, makes a merry fcall. 

E. Aut. A.y, to a niggarc.^y hoft, and more fparing g ie:l : 
But iJiou^';i;h my cates he mcar^, take thcii in a: '\l-p.iit ^ 
I cric;- cheer ns^y y-.u have^ l-Jt ncL \\IA\ haUi Lc.jt, 
li.-r, r.-fr, 6-c. 

VCL. ill. P 
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13ut, foft ; my door is lock'd; go bid them let us in. 
E, Dro, Maudy Bridget y Mar tan , Cicely y Gillian^ 

Ginn ! 
S. Dro, [IVithiTi.'] Mome, malt-horfe, capop, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch ! 

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 

Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou cairilfor fuch 
ftore, 

When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door *. 



- get thee from the door. 



£. Dro. What patch is made our porter? my mafler flays in 

the ftrect. 
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he catch cold 

on*s feet. 
E. Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa, open the door. 
S. Dro. Right. Sir; I'll tell you when, an you'll tell me 

whercfcbre. 
E. Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner : I have not din*d to^dzy. 
;!>'. Dro. Nor to-day here you i-uuft not : come again when you 

may. 
E. Ant. What art thou that keep'ft me out from the houfe I 

owe ? 
S.Dro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my name is Drcmto, 
E. Dro. O villain, thou haft ftol'n both mine office and my name: 
The one ne*er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou had'rt been Dromio to-day jn my place, 
Thqu would 'ft have changed thy face for a name, or thy name 
for an afs. 
Luce. [Whhin.l What a coile is there, Dromio ? wiho arc thofc 
E. Dro. Let my mafter in. Luce. [at the gate? 

Lu:e. 'Faith, no; he comes too late ; 
J^ndlb tell your mafter. 

E. Dro. O Lord, I muft langh j 
JIave at you with a proverb. — Shall I fetin my ftaff? 

Luce, Have at ybu with another ; that's when can you tell ? 
j5). Dro, If thy name be calPd Luce^ Luc^ thou haft anfwer'd 

him well. 
Y- ArA. Do you hear, you minion ; you'll let us in, I trow? 
LucC' I thought to have ask'd you. 
^. Dro. And you fiiid, No. 

E. Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck; there was blow for blow. 
E. Ant. Ihou ba<rfage, let me in. 
Lncc. Can ycu tell for uhofc fake? 
- E- Drs. Milder knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it Lke. ' 

E Ant. You 'il cry for this, minion, if I beat the door down. 
lure. Wl.at nccils all ih.n, and a pcir of ftocks in the town ? 
^dr. IfVitbin J V/ho is that, &c. 
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Adr, \lVtthtnr^ Who is that at the door, tliat keeps 

all tiiis noife ? 
S. Dro, By my troth, your town is troubled with un- 
ruly boys. 
E, Ant, Arc you ihere, wife \ you might have come 

before . 
Adr^ Your wife. Sir Knave! go, get you from the 

door *. 
E, Ant, Go get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 
BaL Have patience, Sir : Oh, let it not be fo. 
Herein you war againft your reputation. 
And draw within the compafs of fuf^edt 
Th* unviolated honour of your wife: 
Once, this, — — your long experience of her wifdom, 
Her fober virtue, years, and modefty. 
Plead -on her part fome caufe to you unknown; 
And doubt not. Sir, but fhe will well excufe, 
Why at this time the doors are barr'd againft you. 
Be rul*d by me, depart in patience. 
And let us to the Tyger all to dinner ; 
And about evening come yourfelf alone, 

^ir. -^ —get you from the door. 

JS. Dro. If you went in pain, mailer, this i«jve would go forc. 

Ang, Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome ; we woulJ faia 
have "either. 

Bah In debating which was bed, we (hall Save part with neither. 

£. Dro, They (land at the door, mafter ; bid them welcome 
hither. ■ ^ 

£. Ant. There's fomcthing in the wind that we cannot get in. 

E, Dro. You would fayfo, maftcr, if your garments were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within : yon ftrtnd here in the cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought and fold. 

E. Ant: Go fetch me fomething, I *11 break ope the gate. 

S. Dro. Break any thing here, and I '11 break your knave's pafe. 

E, Dro. A man may break a word with you, Sir, and words arc 
but wind ; 
Ay» and break it in your face, fo he break it not behind. 

S. Dro. Itfecms, thou wanteft breaking; out upon thee, hind? 

JE. Dro. Here's too much, out upon thee ! I pray thee let me in, 

S. Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 6fh have no fin» 

E. Ant. Well, I '11 break in; go borrow me a crow. 

E. Dr9. A crow without feather^ mafter, mean you fo ? 
For a fifli without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather : 
If a crow help us in, (irrah, we'll pluck a crow togethar« 

£. Ant, Go, get thee gone. &c. 

Pa 
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To knovr the reafon of this ftrange reflfaint. 

If by ftrong hand you offer to break in. 

Now in the ftirring pafHige of the day, 

A vulgar commcntVill be made of it ; . 

And that fuppofed by the common rout, 

Againft your yet ungalled cftimation, 

That may with foul intrufion enter in, 

And dwell u^pon your grave when you are dead. 

Fpr (lander lives upon fucce/fion \ 

I^or ever hous'd, where it once gets pofffe/Iion.'^ 

E, Ant, You have prevail'd; I will depart in quiet, 
And, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I know a wench rof excellent difcourfe, 
Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle; 
There will we tiine ; this woman that I" mean. 
My wife (but, I proteft, without defert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the chain ; by this I know 'tis made ; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 
For there 's the houfe : that chain will I beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife) 
Upon mine hoftcfs there. Good Sir, make haftc : 
Since my own doors refufe to entertain me, 
I *11 knock elfewliere, to fee if they '11 difdain me. 

Ang, I '11 meet you at that place, fome hour, Sir, 
hence. 

Jff. Ant. Do fo; this jell fhall%ft me fome expence. 

[^Exru/it, 

S C E N E II. 

The houfe of Antipholis of Ephefus. 
Enter Luciana, <with Antipholis of Syracufc* 

Iaic. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A hufband's office ? fliall, Antipholis, 
Ev'n in the fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot \ 
Shall love, in building, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my fifler for her wealth, 

Then for her wealth's fake ufe her with more kind- 
nefs \ 
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Or if you like elfewhere, do it by ileal th ; 

Muifle your falfe love with fome Ihew of blindnefs \ 
Let not my fifler read it in your eyes ; 

Be not^hy tongue thy own fhame*s orator; 
Look fweet, fpeak fair ; become difloyalty.: 

Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger ; 
Bear a fair prefence, tho' your heart be tainted 5 

Teach (in the carriage of a holy faint ; 
Be fecret falfe : what need fhe be acquainted ? 
What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed> 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hatha baftard fame, well managed; 
111 deeds are doubled with an evil word :. 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 

Being compad of credit, that you love us ; 
Tho* others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve : 

We in your motion turn, and you may move i»* 
Then, gentle brothef j get you in again ; 

Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her wife ; 
Tis holy fport to be a little vain. 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrife. 
S, Ant, Sweet miftrefs (what your name is ^h, I 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine) , [know not j 
Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you fhow not 
Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine; 
Teach me, dear creature, hov/ to think and fpeak; 

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, fhallow, weak, 

The foulded meaning of your words' deceit ; 
Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknov/n field ! 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow'r I'll yieW# 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 

Your weeping fifter Is no wife of mine j 
Nor to her bed no homage do I mve ; 

Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note^ 

To drown me in thy filler's ilood of tears ; 
Sing, Syren, for thyfelf, and I will doat; 
Spread o'er the ClTer waves thy goldea hairs^ 
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And as a bed 1 11 take thee, and there lie : , 
• And in that glprious fuppofition * think, 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die; 

Let love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink. 

hue. What, are you mad, that yon do reafon fo ? 

iV. Ant. Not mad, but mated ; how, 1 do not know. 

hue. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

S . Ant . For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by. 

l^^f , Gaze where you fliould, and that will clear your 
fight. 

S. Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look oa 
^ night. 

Jmc, Why call you me love ? call my fifler fo. 
. S, Ant, Thy fifter^s filler. 

Luc, That's my fifter. 

6'. Ant, No; 
Tt 13 thyfelf, mine own felPs better part : 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart. 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim. 
My folc eartli's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc, Ail this my fifter is, or elfe fhould be. 

S,Ant, Call thyfelf filler^ fwefet ; for I mean thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my lifej 
Thou haft no hufband yet, nor I no wife. 
Giv-e me thy hand. 

Luc. Oh, foft. Sir, holdyou ftill ; 
I '11 fetch my filler, to get her good-will. 

[^x/V Luciana. 

SCENE in. Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 
S, Ant, Why, how now, Dromio, where run'ft thoa 
To fail? 

S, Dro, Do you know me. Sir ? am I Dromio I am 

I your man ? am I myfelf ? 

S. Aui. Thou art Dromio, thouart my man, thou 
art th3fel'f. 

S, Dro, I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and bc- 
fldcs myfelf. 

S, Ant, What woman's man? and how befides thy- 
felf ? 

S, Dro, Marry, Sir, befides myfelf ; I am due to » 

* Su^£r.j'thnf iur tlie thwg liin o^ciu / 
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woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one 
that will have me. ^ 

S. Ant, What claim lays {he to thee ? 
iS. Dro, Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay 
to your horfe; and (he would have me as a beaft : not 
that, I being a beaft, fhe would have me ; but that 
Ihe, being a very beaftly creature, lays claim to me. 
S. Ant, What is fhe ? 

S, Dro. A very reverend body; ay, fuch a one as 
a man may not fpeak of, without he fay, Sir reverence : 
I have but lean luck in the match; and yet is fhe a 
wondrous fat marriage, 

S. Ant, How doft thou mean, a fat marriage ? 
jS. Dro, Marry, Sir, fhe's the kitchen-wench, and 
all greafe ; c.nd I know not what ufe to pat her to, but 
.to make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
light. I warrant her rags and the tallow in them, will 
burn a Lapland winter : if fhe lives till doomfday, ihe*ll 
burn a week Jonger than the whole world. 
S, Ant. What complexion is fhe of ? 
S, Dro, Swart like ray fhoe, but her face nothing like 
fo clean kept ; for why ? fhe fweats, a man may go o- 
ver flioes in the grime of it. 

*S. Ant, That's a fault that water will mend. 
S, Dro, No, Sir, 'tis in grain ; Noah's flood could 
not do it. • ' 

S. Ant, What's her name ? 

,5. Dro, Nelly Sir ;-^— but her name and three quar- 
ters (that is, an ell and three quarters) will not mea- 
fure her from hip to hip, 

S, Ant, Then fhe bears fome breadth ? 
S, Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip : fhe is fphcrical, like a globe : I could find out 
countries in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body flands Ireland ? 
S, Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks ; I found it out 
by the bogs: 

S, Ant, Where Scotland? 

S, Dro, I found it out by the barrennefs, hard in the 
palm of her hand. 
^, yhit. Where France I 



itized by Google 



iy6 The Comedy of Errors* AAiir^ 

S. Dro, In her forehead ; arm'd. and reverted, mak- 
ing war againft her haii *.— — 

S, Ant. Where England \ 

S, Dro. I luok'd for the chalky clIflFs, but I could 
find no whitenefs in tJiem ; but I gucls it ftood in her 
chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France and- it. 

S. Ant, Where Spain ? 

S, Dro. 'Faith I faw it not, but I felt it hot ia her 
breath. 

iS. Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

S, Dro, Oh, Sir, upon her nofe, all o'er embellifh'd 
with rubies, carbuncles, faphires ; declining their rich 
afpefl to the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole ar- 
madoes of carrads to be ballaft at her nofe. 

«S. Ant, Where ftood-Belgia, the Netherlands ? 

jS. Dro, Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. To con.- 
dude, this -drudge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
claim to me, c'alPd me Dromio, fwore I was affur'd 
to her, told' me what privy marks I had about me, ?s 
the marks of my fhoulder, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, ran fron> 
her as a witch. And, I think, if my breaft had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of ileel, (lie had 
transform'd me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
.i'th' wheel f. 

S, Ant, Go, hie thee prefently; poft to the road j 
And if the wind blow any way from fhore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night^' 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart. 
Where I will walk till you return to me : 
Tf every one know us, and we know none, 
*Ti3 time, I thinlc, to trudge, pack, and be gone.- 

S, Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life. 
So fly I from her .that would be my wife. [£x//. 

S C E K E - IV. 

S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here ; 

* H^nry IV. of France. At that time the league was in arms 
•gainfl him. 

f Alluding to the rnperftition of thj? common people, that no- 
thing couklrefift a witch's power, of transforming men into UiSh 
. inals» but a great i]|ure of faiih. 
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And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence : 
She that doth call me hufband, even my foul 
Doth for a wife abhor. Kut ber fair (iiler, 
PofT^fs'd with fuch a gentle fovereign grace. 
Of fuch inchanting prefence and difcourfe, 
Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf. 
But left myfelf be guilty of felf-Vrong, 
I ^VL ftop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong. 

Enter Angelo, twlth a. chain, 

Ang. Mafter Antipholis, 

jS. Ant, Ay, .that's my name. 

Ang, I know it well. Sir; lo, here is the chaia; 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine ; 
The chain, unfinifh'd, made me ftiiy thus long. 

S. Ant. What is your will that I fhall do with this ? 

Ang. What pleafe yourfelf, Sir ; I have made it for 
you. 

S. Ant, Made it for me, Sir ! T befpoke it not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, yon 
have : 
Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal ; 
And foon at fupper-time I '11 vifit you. 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

S. Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the money now; 
For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor money, mor^. 

Ang. You are a merry man, Sir ; fare you well. 

{_Exit. 

S. Ant. What I fhould think of this", I cannot tell. 
But this I think, there's no man is fo vain. 
That would refufe fo fair an oflfer'd chain. 
I fee a man here needs not live by fhifts, 
When in the ftreets he meets fuch golden gifts. 
I 'II to the mart, and there for Dromio ftay ; 
If any fhip put out, then ftraight away. [£'x//. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Thefireet. 

Enter a Merchant^ Angelo, and an Officer. 
Mer. "VrOU know, fince Pentecoft the fura is due ; 
X And fince I haye not much importua'd you ; 
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Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perfia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make prefent fatxsfadion. 
Or I '11 attach you by this officer. 

Ang, Ev*n juft the fura that I do owe to yon. 
Is growing tome by Antipholis; 
And, in the" inftant that I met with you. 
He had of me a chain : at five o'clock 
I fhall receive the money for the fame. 
Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfe> 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus and Dromio of Ephefus, 
as from the courtezarCs. 

Off, That labour you may fave : fee, where he comes. 

E, Ant, While I go to the goldfmith's houfe, go tho* 
And buy a rope's end; that will Ibeftow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, foft ; I fee the goldfmith : get thee gone. 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

-£". Dro. I buy a thoufand pound -a-year ! I buy 2 
rope ! \Ey^ii Dromio. 

E. Ant, A man is well holp up, that trufts to you. 
I promifed your prefence, and the chain ; 
But neither chain*nor goldfmith came to me. 
Belike you thought our love would laft too long 
If it were chain*d together, therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note» 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoll carrat; 
The linenefs of the gold, the chargeful fafhion; 
' Which do amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I ftand debted to this gentleman. 
I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg'd ; 
For he is bound to fea, and ftays but for it. 

E, Ant, I am not furnifti'd with the prefent moDCji 
Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town. 
Good Signior, take the ftranger to ray hoafe. 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as foon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chaia to her yourfclf f 
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E, Ant, No : bear it with you, left I come not time 
enough. 

Jng, Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about 
you ? 

E, Ant, An if I have not. Sir, I hope you have ; 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 

Ang, Nay, come, 1 pray you. Sir, give me the chain j 
Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman ; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E, Ant, Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to excuic 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : 
I fliould have chid you for.not bringing it ; 
But, like a fhrew, you fiift begin to brawl. \.^ 

Mer, The hour fteals on; I pray you. Sir, difpatch, 

Ang, You hear how he importunes me ; the chain — 

E, Ant, Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang, Come, come, you knojv, I gave it you even 
now. 
Or fend the chain, or fend me by fome token. 

E, Ant, Fie, npw you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, Where's the chain ? I pray you Jet me fee it. 

Mer, My bufinefs canjiot brook this dalliance. 
Good Sir, fay, whe*r you'll anfwer me,* or no ; 
If not, I '11 leave him to the officer. 
. E, Ant. I anfwer you ? why fhould I anfwer you ? 

Ang, The money that you owe me for the chain. 

E, Ant, I owe you none till i receive the chain. 

Ang, You know 1 gave it you half an hour Gnce. 

E, Ant. You gave me none; you wrong me much t« 
fay fo. 

Ang, You wrong me more. Sir, in denying it ; 
Confider how it Hands upon my credit. 

Mer, Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit. 

Off. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name te 
obey me. 

Ang, This touches me in reputation. 
Either confent to pay the fum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E, Ant, Confent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arreft me, foolifh fellow, if thou dar'ft. 

Ang, Here is thy fee \ arreft him, officer ; 
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I would not fparc.my brother in this cafe, 
If he fhould fcorn me fe apparently. 

Off, I do arrcil you. Sir; you hear the fuit. 

E\ Ant, I do obey thee,, till I give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you fhall buy this fport as dear 
As ail the metal in your (hop will anfwer. 

^^•ng. Sir, Sir, I flrall have law* in Ephefus, 
To ygur notorious ftiame, I doubt it not. 

SCENE II, E fifer Dvomio o/Syrzcufe, from f/?e Bay, 

S, Dro, Matter, there is a bark of Epidj^mnum, 
That flays but till her owner comes aboard ; 
Then, Sir, (he bears away. Our fraughtagc, Sir, 
I have convey \i aboard; and I have bought 
I'he oil, the balliimum, and aqua-vitae. 
Tlic fhip is in her trim; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land ; they ftay for nought at all. 
But for their owner, raafler, and yourfeJf. 

£. yint. How now, a madman I why, thou peevifli 
fheep. 
What fliip of Epidamnum flays for me ? 

S, Dro, A (hip you fent me to, to hire waftage. 

E, yJnt, Thou diunken flave, I fent thee for a rope ; 
And told thee to what purpofe, and what end. 

S. Dro, You fent me for a rope's end as foon : 
You fent me to the bay. Sir, for a bark. 

E, Jilt. I will debate this matter at more leifurc, 
And teach -your ears to lift me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee flraight, 
Give her this key ; and tell her, in the deilc 
That's covered o'er ^^'ith Turkifh tapcftry. 
There is a purfe of ducats, let her fend it. 
Tell her, I am arreftcd in the flreet. 
And that fhall bail me; hie thee, flave; be gone. 
On, officer, to prifon till it come. \ Exeunt, 

S. Dro. To Adriana ! tli.it is vh?re we din'd. 
Where Dowfabel did claim mc fur her huiband; 
She is too big, I hj\}^, fur mc to com pafs, 
ThitliCT 1 mufl, aliho' aoainil; my will. 
For fervanis mull their mailers' miads fulfil. [^'avV, 
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SCENE III. Changes to £. Jnttpkolh's houfi. 
Enter Adriana and Luclana. 
y^dr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo? 
Might'ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye 
That he did plead in eariieil, yea or no ? 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obfervation mad'ft thou in this cafe. 
Of his hearths meteors tilting in his face*? 
Ltic, Tirft he deny'd you had in hini a right. 
j^dr. He meant, he did me none, the more my fpight, 
Luc. Then fwore he that he was a ftrangcr here. 
Jdr. And true he fwore, though yet forfworn he 

'were. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
j^dr. And vhat faid he ? 

Lac, That lo\e 1 begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 
j4dr, AVith what perfuafion did he tempt thy Jove ? 
Luc. With words that in ^n honeft fuit might move, 
Firft he did praifq my beauty, then my fpeech. 
yidr. Did'ft fpeak him fair ? 
Luc. Have patience, I befecch- 
yidr, I cannot, nor I v/ill not, hold me ftill; 
My tongue, though not my heart, (hall have its will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 
lU-fac'd, worfe-body'd, fhapelefs every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, 
Siigraaiical in making, -V/orfe in mind. 

Luc. Who would l)e jealous then of fuch a one ? 
No evil loft is waiPd when it is gone. 

Jdr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay. 
And yet would he in others' eyes were worfe : 
Far from her neft the lapwing cries away; 

My heart prays for him, tho' my tongue do curfe. 

SCENE IV, Enier Dromio of Syracufe. 
S. Dro. Here, go.; the deik, the purfe; fweet now, 

make hafte. 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 
S, Dro. By running faft. 

♦ Alluding to thofe meteors in the (ky which have the appear- 
ance of lines of armies meeting in the fliock. 

. Vol. IIL CL 
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Adr, Where is thy mafter, Dromio ? Is he well ? 

iS'. Dro, No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worfe than hell. 
A devil in an everlafting garment hath him. 
One wliofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel : 
A fiend, a fury, pitilefs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff; 
A back friend, a fhoulcler-clapper, one that commands 
The paffages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands: 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to 
hell. 

Adr, Why, man, what is the matter ? 

5. Bro. I do not know the matter; he is 'refted on 
the cafe. 

Adr, What, is- he arretted ? tell me, at whofe fuit. 

S. Dro, I know not at whofe fuit he is arretted, well; 
but he's in a fuit of buff which _'refted him, that I can 
tell. Will you fend him, Mittrefs, redemption, the 
money in his de^c ? 

Adr, Go fetch it, fitter. This I wonder at, 

\_Exii Luciana. 
That he, unknown to me, fhould be in debt i 
l^'ell me, was he arretted on a bond ? 

S, Dro. Not on a bond, but on a ttronger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; .do you not liear it ring ? 

Adr. What, the phain ? 

S. Dro, No, no; the bell; 'tis time tliat I were 
gone *. 



-that I were gone. 



It was two crc I left him, and'now the clock ftrikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back ! that I did never hear. 
S. Dro. O yes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a* turns back for 

very fear, 
A^r. As if Time were in debt ! ht)W fondly doft thou rcafon? 
S. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more than he s 
worth., to feafon. 
J^ay. he's a thief too : have you not heard men fay, 
'I hat Time comes dealing on by night and day ? 
Jf I iroebein debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the way, 
Hath Jx not reafon to.turn back an hour in a day f v 
£.nter, &c. 
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Enter Luclana, 

j^dr, Qoy Dromio; there's the money, bear it flraight. 
And bring thy mailer home immediately. 
Come, filler, I am prcfs'd down with conceit; 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury, \Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to the Jlreet. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe. 
S. Ant. There 's not a man I m£et but doth falute me, 
Asjf I were their well-acquainted friend ; 
And every one doth call me by my name . 
Some tender money to mc, feme invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnclTes j 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
Ev'n now a tailor call'd me in his fhop, 
And fhow'd me Hlks that he had bought for roc^ 
And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure thefe are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Droroio of Syracufe. 

iS. 'Dro. Mafter, here's the gold you fent me for ; 
what, have you got rid of the picture of old Adanqi 
new-apparell'd * ? 

iS. Ant. What gold is this ? what Adam doft thou 
mean ? 

S» Dro, Not that Adam that kept the paradlfe, but 
that Adam that keeps the prifon ; he that goes in the 
calves fkin that was kiil'd for the prodigal ; he that 
came behind you. Sir, like an evil angel, and bid yovi 
forfake your liberty. 

S. Ant^ I underfland thee not. 

5. Dro, No ? why, 'tis a plain cafe; he that went 
like a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather'; the man. Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
'refts^ them 5 he, Sir, that takes pity on. decay 'd men, 
and gives 'era fuits of durance; he that fets up his 

• Alluding to the coat of ikim made for Adam after the fal^ 
and the leathern coat worn by the officer who made the acreiU 
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reft * to do more exploits with his mace, than a Mau- 
rice pike f . 

5. Ant. What ! thou mean'ft an officer ? 

iS. Dro, Ay, Sir, the ierjearit of the band ; he th"at 
brings any man to anfwer it that breaks his bond ; one 
that thinks a man always going to bed, and faith, God 
give you good reft ! * 

S, Ant. Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is there any fhip puts forth to-night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
jance, that the bark Expedition puts forth to-night, and 
then were you hindered by the ferjeant, to tarry for tiie 
hoy Delay. Here are the angels that you fent for^ to 
deliver you. 

S. Ant, The fellow is diftradt, and fo am I> 
And here we wander in illufions ; 
Some blefled power deliver us from hence ! 

SCENE VI. Enter a Courtezan* 
Cour. Well met, well met, Mafter Antipholis. 
I fee, Sir, you have found the goldfmith now : 
Is that the chain you promised me to-day I 

S^ Ant. Satan, avoid 1 1 charge thee, tempt me not %: 

• Sets up hh reft, is a plirafe taken from military cxcrcifc. When 
gunpowder was firll invented, its force \ya& very weak compared to 
that in prefent ufc. This necefllirily required tire-arms to be of an 
extraordinary length. As the artifts improved the ftrength of their 
powder, the foldiers proportionably fhorlened their arms and artil- 
lery J fo that the cannon^-hich Froiffart tells us was once fitty fout 
long, was contraaed t:) lefs than ten. Thi* prcportioH likeuifc 
held' ia their mufkets; fo that, till the middle <;f the laft century, 
the muikctcers always fupported their pieces when tlicy g;ivc fire, 
\vith a reft ftuck before them into the ground, which they called 
feitinv up their reft, and is here alluded to. There is another 
quibbling allufion too to the fcijeant's office ©rarrefting. Mr 
JVarlurton. 

+ j. (.; a pikcman of Prmcc Maiuice's army. He was the great- 
eft General of that age. and the conduftor of the Low-country 
warsarfa nft Spain, under whom all the Englifti Gentry and Nobi- 
lity wel-c bred to the fervice. . Being frequently overborn with 
numbers he became famous for his fine retreats, in which a ftand 
of pikes is of great fer/ice Hencc the pikes of his army bscimc 
famous for their military exploits. 



-tempt me not. 



S. Dro. Mafter, is this Miftrcfs SataA? 
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Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 
Or for my diamond the ^hain you promised, 
And ril be gone. Sir, and iJot troubk you. 

S. Dro. Some devils ailcbutthe parings of one's naily 
« rufh,. a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a cher- 
^-ftone; but (he, more covetous, would have a chain. 
Mailer, be wife; an if you give it her, the devil will 
fhake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cdur, I pray you. Sir, my ring, or elfe the chain; 
I hope you do not mean to cheat r(ie fo. 

S Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! come, Dromio, let us 
go f . \E:;eunl^ 

SCENE VIT. Manet Courtezan. 
Cotir, Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad ;, 
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the fame he promised me a chain ; 
Both one and other he denies me now. 
The reafon that I gather he is mad, 
(Befides this prefent inilance of his rage),. 
Is a naad talc he told to-day at dinner, . 
Of his own door being (hut againft his entrance. 
Belike his wife, acquainted with his lits, i 

S, Ant. It is the devil. 

iS. Dro. Nay, (he is worfc. file's the devil's dam ; and here (fie 
comes in the habit of a light wench, and thereof, comes, thit the 
wenches fay, God dam me; that's as much as to fay. God make 
me^ li^ht wcncf . It is written, they appear to ii^cm like angels 
of light J li;»htis an cffcO of fire, and fire will burn; trgo^ light 
wenches will burn : come net near her. 

Cour. Your man and you arc marvellous merry, Sir. "Will yoiu 
go with me, we'll mend our dinner here \ 

S. Dro. Maftcr, if you do exped ipoon-meat, befpeak a long, 
fpoon. 

S. yint. Why,- Dromio? 

S. Dro. Marry, he mud have a long fpoon that muft cat witfe 
•he devil 

S. Av.t. Avoid then, fiend? what tcll'ft thou mc of Tupping? 
Thou art, as you are all, a&rcercfs: 
I conjure tJ.ee to leavi; r.ie, i.nd be gone. v 

Cotir. Give me the ring, «*rc. 

f let us go. 

S. Dro. Fly pride, iays the peacock r Mil^rcfs, that you know^ 
S C £ N E, ^(T. lE^iUf^^ 
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On purpofe fhut the doors againft his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 

And teJl his wife, that, being lunatic. 

He rufh'd into" my houfe, and took perforce 

My ring away. This courfe 1 fitteft chufe ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. \Exif^ 

SCENE VIII. Changes to the Jireet, 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, ^mith a Jailor, 

E^ Ant. 'Fear me not, man ; I will not break away ; 
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money. 
To warrant thee, as I am 'refted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day. 
And will not lightly truft the meflenger. 
That I fhould be attached in Ephefus, 
I tell you 'twould found harfhly in her ears. ■ 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus, *wiih a rope^s-end,. 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money. 
How now. Sir ; have you that 1 fent you for ? 

E, Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them 

E, Ant But where 's the money ? . [all. 

E. Dro, Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

E, Ant, Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

E, Dra, I'll ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

E, Ant, To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

E, Dro. To a rope's-end. Sir ; and to that end am 
I return'd. 

E, Ant, And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you.. 

[^Beatj Dromio. 

Off. Good Sir, be patient. 

E, Dro, Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am in 
Adveriity. 

Off, Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E, Dro, Nay, rather perfuade him to bold kis 
hands. 

E, Ant, Thou whorefon, fenfelefs villain ! 

E, Dro, I would I were fenfelefs, Sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

E, Ant. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and 
fo is an afs. 
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E. Dro. I am an afs, indeed; you may proTC it by 
my long ears. I haveferv'd him from the hour of my' 
nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with 
beating ; I am wak'd with it, when I fleep ; rais'd with 
it, when I fit ; driven out of doors with it, when I go 
from home ; welcom'd home with it, when I return ; 
nay, I bear it on my fhoulders, as a beggar wont her 
brat ; and I think, when he hath lam'dTme, I fball beg 
with it from jdoor to door ► 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch. 

E. Ant, Come, go along; my wife is coming yon- 
der. ' , 

E. Dro. Miftrefs, refpice /^^w, refpedl your end* 
or rather the prophecy, like the parrot *, beware the 
rope's-end. 

E, Ant, Wilt thou ftill talkf l^Beats Dromioi 

Cour. How fay you now ? .is not your huiband 

mad f 
Adr, His incivility coiafirms no I'efs* 
Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer, 
Eftabliih him in his true fenfe again. 
And I will pleafe you what you will demand. 
hue. Alas, how fiery and how iharp he lookaf 
Cour, Mark, how he trembles in his ecftafy 1 
Pinch, Give me your hand, and let toe feel your 

puMe. 
E, Ant, lliere is my hand, and let it feel your eir» 
Pinch, I charge thee, Satan, housed within this man> 
To yield pofleflion to my holy prayers ; 
And to thy ftate of darknels hie thee ftraight, 
I conjure thee by all the faints in heav'n. 

E, Ant, Peace, doating wizard, peace ; I am not 

mad. 
Adr, Oh that thou wert not, poor diftrefled foul ! 

• This alludes to people's teaching that bird unlucky words ;; 
iwith which when any paflcn^cr was offended, it was the ftandin« 
joke gf the wife owner to fay, Tah beedjJSirj my ^arrc$- ^ro^hejiew 
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E, Jftt* You minion, you, are thefe yoUr cuftoraer*? 
Did this conapanioa with the fafFron face 
Revel and feaft it at my houfe to-day, 
Whilft upon mc the guilty doors were fliut. 
And I deny'd to enter ia my houfe ? 

Jdr. Oh, hufband, God doth know, you din'd ar 
home. 
Where 'would you had remained until this time. 
Free from thefe flanders and this open fhame ! 

E, Ant, Din'd I at hon>e? thou villain, what fay'i! 

thou ? 
E. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 
E, Jnt, Were uot my doors lock'd up, and I ftiut 

Out ? 
£. Dr^o, Perdie, your doors were lock'd, and yoa 

ftiut out. 
E, Anf. And didTnot fhe herfelf revile me there ? 
£. Dro, Sans fable, fhe herfelf revil'd you there. 
E. Am, Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, d&d 

fcorn me ? 
E, Dro, Certesy fhe did, the kitchen-veftal fcorn'd 

you. 
E, Ant, And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 
E, Dro, In. verity,* you did; my bones bear witnefs^ 
That fince have felt the vigour of your rage, 

Adr, Is*t good to footh him in tnefe contraries ? 
Pinch, It IS no fhame ; the fellow fods his vein. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

E. Ant, -Thoa haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arrell 

me. 
Adr. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who caitie in hafte for it. 

E, Dro* Money by me ? heart and good-will yo* 
might, _ 
But furely,. Mafler, not a rag of money. 

E, Ant. Went 'ft not thou t^ her for a purfe of du- 
cats ? 
Adr, He came to me, and I delivered it. 
Luc, And I am witnefs with her, that flie did. 
E. Dro, God and the rope-maker do bear me witnefs. 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pi/tcJIfr Miftrefs,-. both man and mafter are poffcfs'dj 
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Sc, 9» T'j^if Comedy of tlrrorr. 1 8^ 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 

They muft be bound, and laid in fome dark room. 

E. Ant, Say, wherefore didft thou lock nie forth to- 
* day. 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold ! 

Adr, I did not, gentle huiband, lock thee forth. 

E, Dro, And, gentle mafter^ I receiv'd no gold ; 
But I confefs. Sir, that we" were lock'd out. 

Adr. DiiTcmbling villain, thou fpeak*ft falfe in both. 

E, Ant, DifTembling harlot, thou art falfe in all ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack> 
To make a lothfome abje<5t fcorn of me : 
But with thefe nails I '11 pluck out thofe falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this fhamefiil fport. 

Enter three or four ^ and offer to hind htm : hefrivei, 

Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me. 

Pinch. More company; — the fiend is ftrong withia 
him. 

Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he 
looks ! 

E. Ant. What, will you murther me ? thou jailor^ 
thou, 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them 
To make a refcue ? 

Off. Matters; let him go: 
He is my prifoner, and you fliall not have him. 

Pinch, Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too* 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifti ofhcer \ 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafi^re to himfeif ? 

Off. He is ray prifoner ; if I let him gOy 
The debt he owes will be reqnir'd of me. 
• Adr. I will difcharge thee ere I go from thee ; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

XJhey hind Antipholk and Dromia^ 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good Matter Dodtor, fee him fafe convey'd 
Home to my houfe. Oh, mott unhappy day ! 

E. Ant, Oh, mott unhappy ftrompet ! 

£• Dro. Matter, Tm here enter 'd in bond for yott. 
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E, Ant, Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dofl tliou 

mad me ? . . 

E, Dro, Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, 

good mailer ; cry, the devil. 

Luc, God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk-t 
Adr, Go bear him hence; fifter, ftay you with me. 
[^Exeunt Pinch, z4.ntipholis, ^«^Dromio. 
Say now, whofe fuit is he arreiled at ? 

SCENE X. 
Manent Officer, Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezan^ 

Off. One Angelo, a goldfmith ; do you know him ? 

Adr, I know the man ; what is the fum lie owes ? 

Off, Two hundred ducats, 

Jdr, Say, how grows it due ? 

Off, Due for a chain yoar hufband had of him, 

Jdr, He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not, 

Cour, When as your hufband all in rage to-day 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon his finger now). 
Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr, It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldfmith is^ 
I long to know the truth hereof at large, 

SCENE XI, 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, *with hh rapier dravjn, 
and Droniio of Syracufe. 

Luc, God, for thy mercy, they are loofe again. 
Jdr, And come with naked fwords ; 
Let *s call more help to have them bound again. 
Off. Away, they'll k'Jl us. [T^ run out, 

Mar^ent Antipholis, and Dromio. 
S, Ant, I fee, thefe witches are afraid of fwords. 
S, Dro, She that would be your wife, now ran froi» 

/ you. 
S. Ant, Come to the Centaur, fetch our toff froni 
thence: 
1 long that we were ftfe and found aboard. 
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5'. Dro. 'Faith, ftay here this night; they will furcJy 
do us no harm ; you faw, they fpake us fair, gave us 
gold ; mcthinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that but 
for the mountain of mad flefli that claims marriage of 
roe, I could find in my heart to ftay here ftill, and tura 
witch . 

S. Ant, I will not ftay to-night for all the town • 
Therefore away, to get our ftuft!" aboard. \^Exeunt, 

ACTV. SCENE I. 

A Jireety before a priory. 

Enter the Merchant ^ and Angclo. 

Ang. T Am forry. Sir, that I have hinder'd you ; 

1 But, I proteft, he had the chain of me, 
Tho' raoft diflioneflJy he doth deny it. 

Mer. How is the man efteem'd here in the city ? 

Ang, Of very reverend reputation, Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd, 
Second to none that lives here in the city ; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, Speak foftly : j^onder, as 1 think, he walks. 

Enter Antiphoiis and Dromio of Syracufe. 

Ang, 'Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his neck. 
Which he forf^.v^ore moft monftroufly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, I'll fpeak to him. 
SJgnior Antipholis, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this (hame and trouble ; 
And not without fome fcandal to yourfelf. 
With circumftance and oaths fo to deny 
This chain, which now you v/ear fo openly : 
Befides the charge, the fhame, imprifonmcnt. 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend; 
Who, but for ftaying on our controverfy, 
Had hoifted fail, and pat to fea to-day. 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it ? 

S. Ant, I think I had; I nerer did deny it. 

Mer, Yes, that you did, Sir ; and forfwore it too. 

S^ Ant, Who heard me to deny it, gr forfwear it I 
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Mer. Thefe ears of mine, thou knoweft, did hear thee : 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'ft 
To walk where any hoaeft men refort. 

S, Jnt, Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus. 
I'll prove mine lionour aad ray honefiy 
Againft thee prefently, if thou dar'ib ftand. 

J^er, I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

^They draia, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Adriana, Luclana, Courtezan, and others^ 

Adr, Hold, hurt him not,'for God's fake ; he is mad; 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe. 

S. Dro, Run, Mafter, run; for God's fake, take a 
This is fome priory j in, or we are fpoil'd. f houfe ; 

\_Exeuf2t to the priory. 

Enter Lady Abbefs. 

Ahh, Be quiet, people; wherefore throng you hither? 

JJr, To fetch my poor diflraftcd hu/band hence; 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faft, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

yhig, I knew he was not in his perfect wits, ^ 

Mer, I 'm forry now that I did draw on him, 

ylhb. How long hath this pofTelTion held the man ? 

Adr, This week he hath been heavy four, fad. 
And much much different from the man he was : 
But, till this afternoon, his pallion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Jhh. Hath he not loft muth wealth by wreck at fea? 
Bury'd fome dear friend ? hath not elfc his eye 
Stray'd his afFei^ion in unlawful love ? 
A fm, prevailing mnch iti youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe for rows is he fubje<5t to ? 

Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the laft ; 
Namely, fome love that drew liim oft from home. 

Abb, You fhould for that have reprehended him. 

Adr, Why, fo I did. 

jibi. Ay, but not rough enough. 
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j^dr. As roughly as my modefty would let me. 

j^bb. Haply, in private. 

J dr. And in aflemblies too. 

jibb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr, It was the copy * of our conference • 
In bed, he flept not for my urging it ; 
At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 
Alone, it was the fubjcdt of my theme ; 
In company, I often glanc'd at it ; 
Still did I tell him it was vile and ba*;!. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was mad. 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poifon more deadly, than a mad dog*s tooth. * 
It ieeras his fleeps were hindcr'd by thy railing ; 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay 'ft, his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill digeftions ; ~ 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? 
Thou fay'ft, his fports were hinder'd by thy brawls. 

* Sweet recreation barr'd, what; doth cnfue, . 
/ But moody and dull melancholy, . 
[Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair f ], 

* And at her heels a huge infe<5lious troop 

* Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life ? 
In food, in fport, and life-preferving reft, 
To be difturb'd, would mad or man or htiit : 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have fcar'd thy hufband from the ufe of wits, 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean'd himfelf rojagh, rude, and wildly ; ' 
Why bear you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not ? 

j4dr. She did betray me to my own reproof. • 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

j4bb. No, not a creature enter in my houfe. 

Jdr. Then, let your fervants bring my hufband forth. 

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for fandtuary. 
And it fliall privilege him from your hands ; 

• By copy here is to be undcrftood dutidansc, fulnefs, as tof^ 
Hgnifies lu Latin. 

t This line fccms to be injurious. 
Vol. m. R 
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Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lofe my labour in afTaying it. 

Adr, I will attend my huS)and, be his nurfc* 
Diet his ficknefsy for it is my office ; 
And will have no attorney but myfelf ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Ahh, Be patient ; for I will not let him ftir. 
Till I have us*d th' approved means I have. 
With wholfome fyrups, drugs, and holy prayers* 
To make of him a formal man again ; 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with mc. 

Adr, I will not hence, and leave my huftand here ; 
And ill it doth befeem your holioefs 
To feparate the hufband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet, and depart ; thou (halt not have him. 

Xftc.x Complain unto the IXike of this indignity. 

[Exit Abbefs. 

Adr, Come, go; I will fall proArate at hi« feet. 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither ; 
And take perforce my hufband from the Abbefs. 

Met. By this, I think, the dial points at live : 
Anon, I'm fure, the Duke himfelf in perfoa 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 
The place of death and forry execution. 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what caufe ? 

Mer, To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant^ 
Who put unluckily into this bay " 
Againft the laws and ftatutes of this town. 
Beheaded pilblicly for his offence. 

Ang, See, where they come'; we will behold iii# 
death. 

i«f . Kneel to the Duke, before he pafs the abbej. 

SCENE III. 

Enter the Duke, and ^geon hare-headed; mHh tid 
headfmany and other officers. 

Buh* Yet once again proclaim it publiclj, 
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If any frieDd will pay the fum for him. 
He ihall not die, fo much we tender himv 

Adr, Juftice, moft ikcred Duke, againft the Abbefs^ 
Oiiie, She is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 
It cannot.be that {he hath done thee wrong. 

y^^r. May it pleafe your Grace, Antipholis my huf- 

(Whom I made lord of me and all I had, [band^ 

At your important letters), this ill day 

A moft outrageous lit of madnefs took him ; 

That defpVately- he hurry'd through the ftrcet,^ 

With him his bondman all as mad as he. 

Doing difpleafure to the citizens, 

By rufhing in their houfes ; bearing thence ^^ 

Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. ^^^-^S>'y 

Once did I get him bound, and fent him hotae^ ^ 

Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went. 

That here and there his fury had committed : 

Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efcapcj 

He broke from thofe that had the guard of him t 

And, with his mad attendant mad bimfelf, 

Each one with ireful palHon, with drawn fwords^ 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us^ 

Chas*d us away ; till, raifing of more aid, 

We came again to bind them ; then they fled 

Into this abbey, whither we purfu*d them ; 

And here the Abbefs fluits tlie gates on us. 

And will not fuffer us to fetch him out. 

Nor fend him forth, that we may heap him hence; 

Therefore, moft gracious Duke, with thy command. 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long (ince thy hufband fery'd me in n^ wais^ 

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word, 

When thou didft make him mafter of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good 1 could. 

Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate ; 

And bid the Lady Abbefs come to me. 

I will determine this before I ilir. 

SCENE IV. Ennr a Mepnger. 

■Mejf. O miftrefs, miftrefs, fhift and fave yourfelf;;. 
My mafter and his man are both broke loofe. 
Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the bo<3iOr, 
. R 2 
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Whofe beard tliey hare fing'd off; with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blaz*d, they threw on him 
Orcat pails of puddled mire to tjuench the hair ; 
My mafter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with fciflars nicks him like a fool : 
And, fure, unlefs you fend fome prefent help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool, thy mafter and his man are here, 
And that is falfe thou doft report to us. 

Mejf, MiArefs, -upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not bteath'd almoft fince I did fee it. 
He cries for you, and vows if he can take you. 
To fcotch ybur face, and to disfigure you. 

\Cry *withiM, 
Hark, bark, I hear him, miftrefs; fly, begone. 

Duke, Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : guard with 
halberds. 

Adr. Ay me, it is my hufband ; witnefs you. 
That he is. borne about invifible ! 
Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here, 
And now he's there, paft thought of human reafon. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Antipholis and Dromio ^Ephefus. 

E. Jnt, Juftice, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant mc 
juftiqe. 
Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee. 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fears to fave thy life, even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice. 

JEgeon, Unkfs the fear of death doth make me doat, 
I fee my fon Antipholis and Dromio. 

E. ^«/. Juftice, fweet Prince, againft that woman 
there : 
She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife ; 
That hath abufed ind difhonour'd me, 
Ev'n in the ftrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong. 
That (he this day hath fliamelefs thrown on me, 

Duke, Difcover how, and thou (halt find n»e juft. 
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E, Ant. This day, great Duke, fhc fliut the dooft 
upon me; 
Whilft fhc with harlots feaftcd in my houfe. 

Duke. A grievous fault ; fay, woman, didft thou fo ? 

Adr, No> my good Lord : myfelf, he, and my iifber,. 
To-day did dine together : fo befal my foul, 
-As this is falfe he burdens me withal ! 

Luc, Ne'er may I look. on day, nor fleep on nighty 
But fhe tells^ to your Highnefs fimpk truth ! 

A«g. O perjur'd woman ! they are both forfworti. 
In this the madman jufUy clurgetli them. 

E, Ant. My JLiege, I am advifed what I fay. 
Neither difturb.'d with the effeft of wine. 
Nor, heady -rafh, provok'd with raging ire ; 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
This womun lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That goldfmith there, were he not pack'd with her^ 
Could witnefs it; for he was with me then ; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain^ 
PromiGng to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together; 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,- 
I went to feek him ; in the ftreet I met him. 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this pcrjur'd goldfmith fwear me dowi!>< 
That I this day from him receiy'd the chain. 
Which, God he knows, I fa^v not ; for the whic^ 
He did arreft me with an officer. 
I did obey, and fent my peafant home . 
For certain ducats ; he with none retum'd. ^ 
Then fairly I befpoke the officer, 
To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 
By th' way we met my wife, her fifter, and. 
A rabble more of vile ccmfederates : 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd villain, 

• A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

• A thread-bare juggler, and a fonune-teHer, 

• A needy, hoUow-ey'd, (harp-looking wretch, 

• A living dead riian.* This pernicious flave, 
Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer ; 

And, gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe. 
And with no face^ as ^were, out-facing me^ 
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Cries out, I was poffefs'd. Then all together 

They fell upon mc, bound me, bore me thence ; 

And in a dark and dankifh vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound together, 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder, 

I gain'd my freedom^ and immediately. 

Ran hither to your Grace ; whom I befeech 

To give me ample fatis faction 

I'or thefe deep ftiames and great indignities. 

Ang, My Lord, in truth, thus farl witnefs with him; 
That he din'd not at home, but was iock'd out. . 

Duke. But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ? 

Jng. He had, my Lord ; and when he ran in here, 
Thefc people faw the chain about his neck. 

Mer, -Befides, I will be fwo.rn, thefe cars of mine 
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him. 
After you firft forfwore it on the mart ; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey hiere, 
From whence I think you 're come by miracle. 

E, Ani, I never came within thefe abbey-wallSf 
Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on me ; 
I never faw the chain, fo help me heav*n t 
And this is falfe you burden me withal, 

Duke. Why, what an intricate irapeadi is this ? 
I think you all have drunk of Circe's cup ; 
if here you hcus*d hini, here hfe wouki have been ; 
If he were mad, he would not plead {o coldly : 
You fay, he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here 
Denies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you ? 

£■. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there at the Porcu- 
pine. 

Cour. He did, and from my finger fnatch'd that ring. 

E, Ant, 'Tis true, my Liege, this ring I had of her. 

Duke. Saw*ft thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Cour. As fure, my Liege, as I do fee your Grace. 

Duke, Why, -this is ftrange ; go call the Abbcfs hi* 
thee : 
I think you are all mated or ftark mad. 

\Exit f>ne to the Ahhl^* 
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S C E N E VI. 

JEgeon, Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafc me fpeak*a 
word : 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 
And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke, Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt. 

JEgeon* Is not your name. Sir, calPd Antipbolisf 
And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

i?. Dro, Within this hour Lwas his bondman. Sir, 
But he, I thank iJim^ gnaw*d in two my cords ; 
Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound. 

Mgeon. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

E» Dro, Ourfelves we do remember. Sir, by you; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are ngt Pinch's patient, are you, Sir ? 

JEgeon, Why look you ftrange on me ? you know me 
well, 

J?. j4nt. I never faw you in my life till now. 

JEgeon. Oh i gnef hath chang'd me fince you {v4i 
me laft ; 
And careful hours with Time's deformed hand 
Have written ftrange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice \ 

E. Ant. Neither. 

JEgeon. Dromio, nor thou ? 

E. Dro. No, tj;uft me, Sir, nor I. 
-JEgeon. I. am fure thou doft. 

E. Dro. I, Sir ; but I am fure I do not : and what- 
foever a man denies, you are now bound to believe -him. 

JEgeon. Not know my voice ! Oh, Time's extremity ! 
Haft thou fo crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue 
In feven fhort years, that here my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 

* Tho* now this grained face of mine be hid 

* In fap-confuming winter's drizled fnow, 

* And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

* Yet hath my night of life fome memory ; 

* My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left,^ 
« My dull deaf ears a little u(e to hear : 

* All thefe hold witnefles I cannot err, 

< Tell ne ihov art my foa Astipholis J - •i 
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E, Anf, I never faw my father in my life, 
JEgeon. But feven years fince, in Syracufa bay, 
Tliou know*ll, we parted; but, perhaps, my fim, 
Tliou fham'fl t' acknowledge me in mifery. 

E, Jnt. The Duke, and all that know me in the citf > 
Can witnefs with me that it is not {o : 
I ne'er faw Syracufa in my Kfe. 

Duke, I tell thee, Syracufan, twenty yeftr» 
Have I been patron to Antipholis, 
During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa : 
1 fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat» 

SCENE vn. 

tlnftr the Ahhefi^ with Antiphofis Syracufan, andDr^ 
xaio Syracufan. 

AhB, Moft mighty Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. [^ All gather to fee him. 

Jldr, I fee two hufbands, or mine eyes deceive ffle. 

Duie, One of thefe men is genius to the other ; 
j^nd fo of thefe which is the natural man. 
And which the fpirit ? who decyphers them7 

S, Dro, I, Sir, am Dromio ; command him away. 

E. Dro, I^ Sir, am Dromio ; pray let me ftay. 

S, Ant, ^geon, art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft ? 

S. Dro, O, my old maiter ! who hath bound hint 
here? . ' 

Ahh, Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds; 
And gain a hufband by his liberty. 
Speak, old .Pigeon, if thou be 'ft the man. 
That hadlT a wife once calPd Mmilia^ 
That bore thee at a 1>urden two fair fons f 
Oh, if thou be'ft the fame iEgeon, fpeak •. 
And fpeak noto the fame Emilia. 

Duke, Why, here begins his morning-ftory right r 
Thefe two Antipholis's, thefe two fo like, 
And thofe two Dromio's, one in femblance ^ 
Befides her urging of her wreck' at fea, 
Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children. 
Which accidentally are met together. 

JEgeon, If I dream not, thou art ^Emilia; - 
If du^u art ibe^ tdlme where is that ioa 
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That- floated with thee on the fatal raft. 

j^bb. By men o!f Epidamnum, he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
JBut, by and by, rude fifhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my fon from them, 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum, 
What then became of thena, I cannot tell ; 
I> to this fortune that ymi fee me in. 

Duke, Antipholis, thou cam*ft from Corinth firft, 

S , j^nt. No, Sir, not I; I came from Syracufe. 

Du^e. Stay, ftand apart ; I know not which is which. 

E. Ant* I came from Corinth, njy moft gracious 
Lord. 

E. Dro. And I with him. 

E, Ant, Brought to this town by that mofl. famout 
warrior, - 

Duke Menaphon, your moft renowned ancle. 

Adr,, Which of you two did dine with me to-day f 

S, Ant, I, gentle miftrefs.. 

Adr, And are not you my hufband ? ' 

E. Ant. No, I fay Nay to thjtt. 

S, Ant, And fo do I, yet (he did call me fi); 
And this fair gentlewoman, her fifter here^ 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I ihall have leifure to make good. 
If this be not a dream I fee and hear. 

Ang, That is the chain, Sir, which you had of me, 

S, Ant, I think it be, Sir, I deny it not. 

E, Ant, And you. Sir, for this chain arrefted me. 

Ang, I think I did. Sir; Ideny it not. 

Adr, I fent you money, Sir, to be your bail. 
By Dromio; but, I think, he brought it not. 

E, Dro. No, none by me, 

S: Ant, This purfe of ducats I receiv'd from yon^ 
And Dromio my man did bring them me ; 
I fee, we ftill did meet each other's man. 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me. 
And thereupon thefe errors all arofe. - 

E 4nt, Thefe ducats pawn I for my father her«. 

Duke^ It (hall not need, thy father 'hath bis life. 

Cour, Sir> I muft hayp that diamond from you; 
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E. Ant, There, take it; and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Ahh. Renowned Duke, YOuchfafe to take the paiiii 
To go with us into the abbey here. 
And hear at large difcourfed aU our fortunes \ 
And all that are aiTembled in this place. 
That by this fympathized orfe day's error 
Have fuflFer'd wrong ; go, keep us^ company^ 
And ye (hall have full fatisfadtion. 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travel 
Of you my fons ; nor, till tliis prefent hour. 
My heavy burdens are 'delivered. 
The Duke, my hufband, and my children both. 
And you the calendars of their nativity. 
Go to a goifip's feaft and gaude with me. 
After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 

Duki. With all my heart, 1 11 gofEp at this feaft. 

\E;ii€unt, 

SCENE vin. 

Manent thi twjo Antipholis's, and t*wo Dromio's. 
S\ Dro. Mailer, Aiall I fetch your ftoff from (hip- 
board ? 
E. Ant. Dromio, what fhi£F of mme haft thou im- 

bark'd ? 
S, Dro, Your goods, that lay at hoft. Sir, in die 

Centaur. 
S, Ant. He fpeaks to me ; I amyourmafter, Dromio. 
Come, go with us, well look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

\_Exeunt Antipholis S. and'E. 
S, Dro, There is a fat friend at your matter's houfc, 
That kitchen *d me for you to-day at dinner. 
She now (hall be my (ifter, not my wife. 
E. Dro. Methinks you are nxy glafs, and not my 
brother. 
I fee by you I am a fweet-fac'd youth : 
Will you walk in to fee their goffiping ? 
S, Dro, Not I, Sir ; you *re ray elder ^ 
E, Dro, That's a c^ueftiea. 
How fhall I try it ? 
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S, Dro. We'll draw cuts for the'fenior. 

Till then, lead thou firft. 

E. Dtq. Nay, thea thus — ' \_Emhraeing. 

We came into the world, like brother and brother ; 

Abd now let's ^o h^d in hand^ not one before another. 

{^Exeunt. 
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.The Winter's Tale*, 

DRAMATIS PERSON JE. 



X^ K o N T £ s , King of Sicilia. 
Polixcncs Kirg of Bitbynia f. 
f/UmiWms^yctttjg Prince ofSictlia, 
Florizcl. Prince of Bitfynia, 
Camillo, ^ 

Antigonps. j: sMna„ j^j,, 
Cleoinencs,C 
Dion, J 

Another Sicilian Lord, 
Archidamus, a Bithym^'n Lord, 
Rogcro, a Sicilian Gentleman, 
An attendant on the young Prince 

MamiHius, 
Officers of a court of judicature. 
Old Jbepberd^ refuted father of 

Perdita. 
0owtti hisfott. 



A Mariner, 

Coaler, 

Servant to the oldjhefheri, 

Autolicus, a rogue. 

Time, as Chorus, 

Hermione, ^een to Liontes. 
Perdita, daughter to Leontes and 

Hermione, 
Paulina, vrife to Antigonns, 
.^gniilia, attendant qntbe^eeu, 
Tivo other Ladies, 

Satyrs fir a dance, Shepheri^ 
Shepherdeffes, Guards, and At' 
tendants. 



SCENE, fometimes in Sicilia, fometimes in Bitlynia, 
^^♦♦♦^♦^♦♦♦^►♦^►♦♦^►♦^►♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^►♦♦♦♦♦♦^ 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

jfn anticbamher in Leontes^s palase. 

Ettter Camillo and- Archidamas. 

Arsh. TTF you fhall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bithy- 
I nia on>the like occaHon whereon ray ferricei 
-1- are now on foot ; you fhall fee, as I hate 
faidy greaSiL difference betwixt our Bithynk and your Si- 
cilia. ^ 

• The plot taken from the old ftory-book of Doraflus and Faumi. 

f The country here called Bithynia^ hath in former editions beeo 

printed Bohemia, an inland kingdom fituated nearly in the centre 

- of Europe; whereas many of the great incidents of the play turil 

i^n its being a maritime country, ^wbicb PoUzcnes vis the H^l 
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Cam, I think this coming fummer the King of Sici- 
!ia means to pay Bithynia the vifitation which he juftly 
owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment (hall fhame us, wc 
will be juftified in our Iotcs; for, indeed,^ - 

Cam, 'Befeech you 

Arcb. Verily, I fpeak it in the freedom of my know- 

ledge; we cannot with fuch magnificence in fo 

*;are I4:now not what to /ay we will give you 

ileepy. drinks, that your fenfes (unintelligent of our ia- 
fufEcience) may, though they cannot praife us, as little 
accufe us. 

^^^ You pay a great deal too dear for what 's given 
ireeiy. 

Arch, BeKeveme, I fpeak as my underftanding in- 
nrudts me, and as mme honefty puts it to utterance 

Cam, Sicilia cannot (hew iiimfelf over-kind toBithy- 
ma; they were train-^d together in their childhoods- 
and there rooted t>etwixt them then fuch an affeftion' 
which cannot trhufe but branch now. Since their more 
mature dignities and royal neceffities made feparation of 
their foaety, their encounters, though not perfonal 
iave been royally attorni^d with interchange of mfts* 
letters, lovmg embalTies, that they have feem»d to he 
together, though abfent ; ftoolk hands, as over a vaft- 
and embrac'd, as it were, from the ends of oppofed 
winds. The heav'ns continue their loves I 

Arch. \ think there is not in the world either malice 
or matter to alter it. You have an unfpeakable comfort 
of youT young Prince Mamillius : it is a gentleman of 
the greateft promife that ever came into my note 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him - 
It is a gallant child ; one that indeed phyfics the fubje(5l,' 

This is a blunder tnd an abforcfity of v^Jch Shakcfpear in mftice 
ought not to be thought capable : and as he hath tun.y qultrane'v 
theitory contain 'd in the old .paltry book of Doraftus ^ndLul 
changing nu>ft of the maln.circum^ances, and all tCn mes of The 
pcrfons ; it is probable Jie removed this impropriety, and Xed h^ 
icc^c in Bahyma. which the" ignorance and ^li/ence of t^c fiVft 
tranfcnbers or printets might corrupt, and brin'g back again to i^ 
Icnna, by a lefs variation in the letters than they have been lilZ 
*f m numberiefs other places of this work. ^ ^ 
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makes old hearts frefh : they that went on crutches ere 
he was born, defire yet their life to fee him a man. 

Arch, Would they elfe be content to die ? 

Cam, Yes, \i there were no other excufe why they* 
Ihould defire to live. 

Arch, If the King had no fon, they would defire to 
live on crutches till he had one. 

SCENE II. Opens to the prefence, 

'Enter L«eontes, Hermione, MamiUius, Polixenes, ani 
attendants, ' 

PoL 'Nine changes of the watry ftar hath been 
(The fhepherd's note •) fince we have left our throne 
Without a burthen i time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity. 
Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cypher, | 

Yet (landing in rich place, I multiply 
With one We thank youy many thousands more 
That go before it. 

Leo, Stay your thanks a while. 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol, Sir, that's to-morrow ; 
I 'm queftion'd by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our abfence ; may there blow 
No fneaping winds at home, to make us fay, 
** This is put forth too truly." Befidfes, I hare ftayM 
To tire your royalty, 

Leo, We are tougher, brother. 
Than you can put us to't. 

Pol, No longer flay. 

Leo, One fev'n-night longer. 

Pol, Very footh, to-morrow. 

Leo, We '11 pArt the time betwecn's lien : and in that 
1 '11 no gainfaying. 

PoL Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo ; 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'th' world, 
So foon as your's, could win me : fo it fhould now, 
Were there neceffity in your requeft, altho' 
^Twere needful I denyM it. My affairs 
• i. f. I wfc the fljcpbcrd's rec^^oiiing. 
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Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder. 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ftay. 
To you a charge and trouble : to fave both, 
Farewel, our brother, 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queen ? fpeak you. 

Her. I hskd thought, Sir, to *ve held my peace, until 
You *ad drawn oaths from him not to ftay : you. Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you arc fure. 
All in Bithynia*s well : this fatisfadtion 
The bygone day proclaimed ; fay this to him. 
Be 's beat frbm his beft ward, 

Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to fee his fon, were ftrong ; 
But let him fay io then, and let him go; 
But let him fwcar fo, and he (hall not ft^ ; 
We'll thwack him hence with diftaffs. 
Yet of your royal prefenee I '11 adventure {To Pol, 
Tfee borrow of a week. When at Bithjmia 
Yon take my Lord, I'll give yo« my comraifRoB, 
To let him there a month, behind the geft 
Prefix'd for's parting : yet, good heed, LeonteSy 
I love thee not a jar o' th' clock behind 
What lady fhe her lord. You '11 ftay I 

PoL No, Madam, 

Her. Ndy, but yoti will ? 
* Polt I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily? 
You put me off with limber vows ; but I, 
Tho' you would feek t %nfphere the ftars with oaths^ 
Should yet fay, *• Sir, no going : verily, 
•■^ You (hall not go ;" a Lady's verily ij 
As potent as a Lord^s. Will you go yet ? 
Force ntc to keep you as a prifoner, 
Not like a gueft ? fo you fhall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay 

you ? 
My prifoner ? or my gueft } by your dread verily^ 
One of them you (hall be. 

Pol. Your gueft then, Madam : 
To be your prifoner, fhould import offending ; 
Which is for me lefs eafy to commit. 
Than you to punifli. 

S 2 
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Her. Not your goaler then, 
But your kind hoftefs ; come, I 'II queftion you 
Of my Lord's tricks, and your's, when you were boys: 
You were pretty lordings then ? 

Pol, We were, fair Queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind,. 
But fuch a. day to-morroV as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The verier wag o' th' two ? 

Pol, We were as twinn'd lambs, thai did friik i' th" 
fun. 
And bleat the one at th' other : what we chang'd. 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doftrine of ill-doing ; no,, nor dream'd 
That any did : had we purfu'd that life. 
And our weak fpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With ftronger blood, we fhould have anfwer'd hcaTcn 
Boldly, Not guilty ; th' impofition clear'd, 
Hereditacy Qurs*- 

Her^ By this we gather 
You have tript fince, 

Pol, O my moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have fince then been born to's : for 
In thofe unfledg.'d days was my wife a girl • 
Your precious felf had not then crofs'd the cy«» 
Of my young play-fellow* 

Her, Grace to boot ! 
Of this make no conclufion, left yom fay. 
Your Queen and I are devils. Yet go on ; 
Th' offences we have made you do, we '11 anfwer ;. 
If you firft fiou'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault ; and that you flipt nOt». 
With any but with us. 

Leo. Is he won yet? 

Her, He 'II flay, my Lord. 

heo. At my requeft he would not : 
Hermrone, my deareft, thou ne'er fpok'ft 
To better purpofc, 

• i. t. fttting afidc original Jin ; bating the impontion from 
the offence of our firft pareots, wc might have boldly protedd) 
coir innocence to heaven. 
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Her. Never ? 

Leo, Never but once. 

Her. What ? ha? e I twice fatd well ? when war'^ 
before ? 
I pr'ythec tell i?ae; cram's with praife, and make's 
As fat as tame thiags : one good deed, dying tojfrguelefs» 
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon- that. 
Our p<raifes are our wages. You may ride *s 
With one foft kifs a thoufand furbngs, ere 
With fpur we heat an acre, but to th' goal ♦. 
My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay ; 
What was my firft ? it has an elder fifter, 
Or I miftake you : O, would her name were Grace ! 
But once before I fpake to th' purpofe ? when ? 
Nay, let me hav't ; I long. 

Leo. Whyj fhat'was when 
Three crabbed months had fowr'd themfelves to death. 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clepe thyfelf my love ; then didfl: thou utter, 
** I am your's fOr ever. 

Her, 'Tis grace; indeed. 
Why, lo you now ; I 've fpoke to th' purpofe twice ; 
The one for ever earn'd a royal hufband ; 
Th* other, for fome while a friend, 

LeG. Too hot, too hot . \,^ifide^ 

To mingle friend/hip far, is mingling bloods, 

I have tremor cordis on me ^my heart dances ; 

But not for joy^^; — -not joy. ^This entertainment 

May a free fa^ put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And well becpme the agent : 't may, I grant ; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers. 
As now they are, and making praxis 'd fmiles. 

As in a looking-glafs and then to figh, as 'twere 

The mort o* th' deer-)- ; Oh, that is entertainment 
My bofom likes not, nor my brows.— —MamiUius, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mam. Ay, my good Lord. 

• r f . good ufage will wn us to any tliirra ; but, with il?, we 
ftop Ihort, even there where both our intcrcft and our inciinatioa 
would otherwile hsvc carried U5. 

t A Idflbn upon the hora at the death of the dccf, 
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• Leo. I 'fecks! [nofe? 

Why, that's my bawcock; what? has't fmutch'd thy 
They fay, it's a copy out of mine. , Come, Captain,. 
We muft be neat ; not neat, but cleanly. Captain ; 

{Wipes the bo/s facei 
And yet the ftecr, the heifer, and the calf. 
Are all call'd neat. Still virginalling 

[Obfirving Polixcnes tf^^'Hennione;. 

Upon his palm ? How now, you wanton ealf ! 

Art thou my calf? 

Mam, Yes, if you will, my Lord. 

Leo. Thou want 'ft a rough pafh, and the (hoots that 
I have, 
To be full like me. — ^Yet they fay, we arc 
Almoft as like as eggs : women fay fo. 
That will fay any thing ; but they were falft, 
Aro'er-dy'd blacks*, as winds, as waters; fa}f& 
As dice are to be wifh'dj by one that fixes 
No bourne 'twixt his and mine j yet were it true 
To fay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page». 
Look on me with your welkin-eye, fweet villain, 
Moft dearll, my coUop— -can thy dam — may 't be— * 
Imagination ! thou doft ftab to th' centre. 
Thou doft make poifible things not be fo held, 
•Communicat'ft with dreams— (how ean this be ?} 
With what's UDreai^ thou co-aftive art. 
And felfow'ft nothing. Then 'lis very credent. 
Thou may 'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft>. 
And that beyond comraiffion ; and I find it ; 
And that to the infe^on of my brains. 
And hard'ning of my brows.. 

Pol. What means Sicilia' ? 

Her. He fomething feems unCettled. 

P^ol, How ? my Lord ? 

Leo. What cheer ? how is 't with you, beft brother ? 

Her, You look 
As if you held a brow of much diftra<flioa. 
Are not you mov'd, my Lord ?* 

LcQ. No, in good earneft. 

* A' Mack dye being ufed in too great qirantitv, doth not onfjf 
make the cloth to rot upon which it is put, but.tnc colour itftlf t# 
fade and grow rully much the focncr* 
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How fometimes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tendernefs ! and make itfelf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ! looking oa the lines 
Of my boy's face,, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty-three years, and faw myfelf unbreech'dr 
\el my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled. 
Left it fhould bite its mafter ; and fo prove. 
As ornament& oft do,, too dangerous : 
How like, methought, I thea was to this kernel,. 
This fquaih, this gentleman. Mine honeft friend^ 
Will you take eggs for money ? 

Mam^ No, my Lord, I'll figlit.. 

Leo* You will- 1 why,, happy man be '»- dole 1 — Ulf 
brother^ 
Are you. fo fond of your young prince, as we 
Do feem to be of ours ? 

PoL If at home Sir,. 
He 's all my exercife, my mirth > my matter ;. 
Now my fworn friend, and then mine enemy ^ 
My parafitejfc my foldier,, ftatefman, all. 
He makes a July's day fhort as December : 
And, with his varying childnefs, cures in. me: 
Thoughts that fhould thick my blood, 

Leo. So ftands this fjq[uire 
Offic'd with me : we two will walk, my Lord,. 
And leave you to youT graver fteps. Hermionc,s 
How thou lov'ft us,, fhew in our brother's wclcomCii. 
Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap. 
Next to thyfelf,. and my young rover, he V 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her, If you will feek us, 
Wc are your's i'th' garden: (hall's- attend you there.?' 

Leo, To your own bents difpofe you ; you '11 be founds 
Be you beneath the fky. I am angjing now, 
Tlio' you perceive me- not, how I give line ; ' 
Go to, go to. [.4fi^^i obferving Her.. 

How (he holds up, the neb ! the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife. 

[^Exeunt Polix, Her. and attendanfsl 
[^Manent Leo. Mam. and Cam#. 
To her allowing, hulband. Cone already ,^ 
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Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and esrs» z fork*d 

one. ^ 

Go, play, boy, play-i — ^-thy mother pkys, aad I 
Play too ; but fo difgrae'd a part, whofe liTue 
Will htfs me to my grave : contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. Go, play, boy, play-*— there bane 

been. 
Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere non^; 
And many a man there is, eren at this prefent. 
Now while I fpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm. 
That little thinks (he has been flttic'c) in 's ahlence ; 
And his pond fifh'd by his next neigWwur,^ by 
Sir Smile his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in *t. 
Whiles other men have gates, and thofe gates open'd. 
As mine, agaiiift their witt. Should aH defpair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of raankiad 
Would hang themfelves. Phyfic fbr*t, there is none. 
It is a bawdy planet, that wiH ftrike 
Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful t think it*. 
Many a thoufand of s have the difeafe, aftdfeel^t aot. 
How now, boy ? 

Mam, I am tike you, they fay. 

Leo. Why, that's fomc comforts 
What I Camillo there ? , 

Cam, Ay, my good Lord. 

L€9. Go play, MamiUius— thooM an honeft man. 

l^Exit Mamilhus. 

SCENE III. 

Camillo, this Great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. Yoi^had nuich ado to make his anchor hold; 
When you caft out, it ftill came home, 

Leo, Didft note it ? 

Cam, He would not ftay at your petitions made ; 
His bufinefs more material, 

Leo, Didft perceive it ? 
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Troiin caf)', weft, north, ani ibuth, be it concl«de4^ 
No barricado for a l>elly. Know % 
It will lee in and out the enemy, 
"Widi bag and baggage. 
Many a thoufand, 4yc^ 
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They're herewith me already; whifp'ring, rounding* j 
Slicilia is a fo-forth ; 'tis far gane, 
Whea I ftiall guft it h&. How came 't, Camillo, 
That he did ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queen's intreaty. 

Leo, At the Queea's be 't : good, ihould be pertinent f. 
But fo it is>. it is not. Was this takea 
By any underftanding pate but thine I 
For thy conceit is foaking,: wili draw in 
More than the common blocks ; not noted, is*t 
But of the finer natures-? by fome feverals 
Of head-piece extraordinary ; lower meffeft. 
Perchance, are to this bufinefs purblind ? fay. 

Cam, Bufmefs, my Lord? I think moft aaderftan<i 
Bithynia ftaya here longer.. 

Leo. Ha? 

Cam, Stays here longer. 

Leo^ Ay, but why ? ^_ 

Cam, Ta fatisfy your flighnefs, and th* intreatua 
Of our moft gracious miftrefs. 

Leo, Satisfy 
Th' intreaties of your miftrefs? (ktisfy? 
Let that fuffice. I 'ye trufted thee, Camilloy 
With all the things neareft my heart ; as- well 
My chamber-counfels, wherein, prieft like,, tiK)« 
Haft clean s*d my bofom. I from thee departed 
Thy peniteirt reibrmM j hut we have been 
Deceived in thy integrity ; deceiv'd 
In that which feema fo. 

Ck7w. Be it forbid,, my Lord— —* 

Leo, To bide upon 't, Thou art not hoacft ; or^ 

If thou inclin'ft that way.,, thou art a coward,. 

Which boxes honefty behind, reftraining 

From courfe recjuir'd : or elfe thou muft be counted . 

A fervant grafted in my ferious truft. 

And therein negligent ; or elfe a fool. 

That feeft a game play'd home, the rich ftake drawn^ 

And tak^ft it all for jeft. 

Cam, My gracious Lord,. 
I may-be neghgent, fooJifh, and fearful. 
In every one of theie no man is free, 

f i. «. tmtnding U tht eat^ a phraie iaufc at that ^a>e» 
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But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 

Amongft the infinity doings of the world, 

Sometime puts forth. In your affairs^ my Lord^ 

If ever I were wilful negligent, 

It was my folly : if induftrioufly 

I play'd the^fool, it was my negligence. 

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful 

To do a thing, where I the iffue doubted^ 

Whereof the execution did cry out 

Againil the non-performance, 'twas a fear 

Which oft infers the wifeft. Thefe, ray Lord^ 

Are fuch allowed iniirmities, that honeily 

Is never free of. Bat, 'befeech your Grace, 

Be plainer with mc, let me know my trefpaft 

By its- own vifage ; if I then deny it, 

*Tis none of mine. 

Leo. Ha' not you feen, Cdmillo, 
(But that's paft doubt you have ; or your eye-gk& 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horns), or heard, 
(For to a vifion fo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute), or thought, (for cogitation 
Refides not in that man that does not think it). 
My wife is (lippery ? if thou wik, eonfeis ; 
(Or elfe be impudently negative^ 
To hjive nor eyes, nor ears, fior thought), fhea lay^ 
My wife's a hobby-horfe, deferves i name 
As rank as any £ax- wench, that pots to 
Before her troth-plight : fay't, andjuftify't. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to bear 
My fovereign Miftrefs clouded fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken ; 'Ihrew my heart. 
You never fpoke what did become yon left 
Than this ; which to rdterate, were fin 
As deep as that, the' true. 

Leo, Is whifpering nothing? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting nofes \ 
KifRng with infide lip ? flopping the career 
Of laughter with a figh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty) ; horfing foot and foot ? 
Sculking in corners ? wifhing clocks more fwift ? 
Hours, minutes ? the noon, midnight, and all eyes 
Blind wkh the pin and web> but dunxa ^ theirs oolfii^ 
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That would, unfeen, be wicked ? Is this nothing \ 
Why, then the world, and all that's in *t, is nothing. 
The covering (ky is nothing, Bithynia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing ; nor noticing have thefe nothings. 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this difeas'd opinion, and betimes; 
For 'tis moft dangerous. 

Leo, Say it be, 'tis true. 

Cam, No, no, my Lord. 

Leo, It is ; you lye, you lye. 
I fay thou lyeft, Caniillo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a grofs lowt, a mindlefs flave. 
Or elfe a hovering temporizer, that 
CanA with thine eyes at once fee good and evil* 
Inclining to them both : were my wife's liver 
Infedted as her life, flie would not live 
The running of one glafs. 

^ Cam. Who do's infeft her ? 

Leo. Why he that wears her like his medal, hanging 

About his neclr; Bithynia^ who, if I 

Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which ihould undo more doing : I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner form 
Have bench *d, and rear'd to worfhip ; who may 'ft fee 
plainly, as heav'n fees earth, and earth fees heav'n, 
How I am gaiPd) ; thou might 'ft be-fpice a cup^ 
To give mine enemy a lafting wink ; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 
1 could do this, and that with no raih potion, -^ 

But with a ling'ring dram that (hould not work 
Malicioufly, like poifon : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread Miftrefs, 
So fotereignly being honourable. 

Leo, I've lov'd thee. Make't thy queftion, and 

Do 'ft think I am fo muddy, fo unfettkd, [go rot : 
To appoint myfelf in this vexation ? Sully « 

The purity and whitenefs of my flieets, 
(Which to prcferve is ileep 5 wjuch being fpotted. 
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Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wafps) : 
jGive fcaadal to the blood o* th' Prince, my foB, 
Who, I. do thmk, is mine, and love as mine. 
Without ripe moving to 't \ would I <do this ! 
Could Qian fo blench f 

Cam, I muft belicTe yon, Sir; 
I do, and will fetch oflP Bitbynia for \ : 
Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your Highnelii 
Will uke agaifl your Queen, as your's at firft. 
Even for your fon's fake, and thereby for fealing 
The. injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and ally*d to your's. 

Leo, Thou doft advife roe, 
Even fo as I mine own courfe have fet down : 
1 11 give no blemiih to her honour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at feafts, keep with Bithynta, 
And with your Queen. I am his cup-bearer j 
If from me he have wholfome beveridge. 
Account me not your fervant. 

Leo, Tliis is all ; 
Do 't, and thou haft the one half of my heart ; 
Do't not, thou fplit*ft thine own. 

Cam, I '11 do 't, my Lord. 

Leo, 1 will feem friendly, as thou haftadvis'd me. 

\Exlt. 

Cam, O miferable Lady ! 4)ut, for me. 
What cafe iland I in ? I muA be the poifoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do 't 
Is the obedience to a mafter ; one. 
Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his fo too. To do this deed. 
Promotion follows. If I could find exartple 
Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed kings, 
And flourifh'd after, I 'd not do 't : but fince 
Nor brafs, nor ftone, nor parchment, bears not one; 
Xet villany itfelf forfwear't." I muft 
Forfake the court ; to do't or no, is cert3in 
To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign now i 
iiere comes Bithyuia^ 
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SCENE IV. 

EnUr Polixenes. 

PoL This is ftrange ! methinks 
My favour here begins to warp; Not fpeak ?~ 
Good day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hail, Moft Royal Sir I 

PoL What is the news i' th' court ? 

Cam., None rare, my Lord. 

P9I. The King hath on him fuch a countenance. 
As he had loft fome province, and a region 
Lov*d as he loves hirafelf : even now I met him 
With cuftomary compliment, when he. 
Wafting his eyes to th* contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
Se leaves me to coniider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 

Pol. How, dare not \ do not \ do you know, and 
dare not ? 
Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts : 
For to yourfelf, what you do know, you muft ; 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your-chang'd complexions are to me a mirror. 
Which (hews me mtne chang'd too; for I muft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myfelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam. There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but 
I cannot name the difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Pol. How caught it of me ? 
Make mc not fighted like the bafili/k. 
I 've look'd on thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my regard, but kilPd none fo. Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman, ^^- '- 

Clerk-like experierc'd^ (which no lefs adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names. 
In whofe fuccefs * we are gentle), I befecch you, 
If you know aught which does behove my knowledge 

• f . €. ruccciCon* 
Vol. III. T - 
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Thereof to be inform'd, imprifon 't not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not anfwer. 

Poi, A ficknefs caught of me, and yet I well ? 
I muft be anfwer'd. Doft thou hear^ Camillo, 
I conjure thee by all the parts of man. 
Which honour does acknowledge^ (whereof the leafl 
Is not this fuit of mine), that thou declare, 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Is creeping towards me ; how far off, how near ; 
Which way to be prevented, if it be; 
If not, how beft to bear it. ft 

Cam. Sir, I'll tell you. ^, 

Since 1 am charg'd in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore mark my counfel; " 
Which nwft be ev'n as fwiftly followed as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourfelf and me 
Cry loft, and fo good night. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

€am. 1 am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol, By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam, By the King. 

Pol. For what ? 

Capt. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he fwcars, 
As he had leen 't, or been an inftrument 
To vice you to 't *, that you have touch'd his Queea 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh, then, my beft blood turn 
To an infefted gelly, and my name 
Be yok*d with his that did betray the beft ! 
Turn then my frelheft reputation to 
A favour that may ftrike the dulleft noftril 
Where I arrive ; and my approach be (hunn'd. 
Nay, hated too, wprfe than the great *ft infe^ioa 
That e'er was heard or read ! •• '' 

Cam. Swear this though over 
By each particular ftar in heaven, and 
By all their influences ; you may as well 
Forbid the fea for to obey the moon. 
As or by oath remove, or counfel fhake, 

* ;, e. to draw, pcrfuade you. The charaftcf colled the Ticti 
la the old plays, was the Tempter to evil. 
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The fabric of his folly ; whofe foundation 
Is piPd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his body. 

Pol, How Ihould this grow ? 

Cam. I know not ; but I 'm fure 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queftion how 'tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honefty, 
That lies inclofed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn y, away to-night ; 
Your followers I will whifper to the bufinefs ; 
And will by jwoes and threes, at fever al poflems^ 
Clear them o' th' city. For myfelf, I '11 put 
My fortunes to your fervice, which are here 
By this difcovery loft. Be not uncertain ; 
For, by the honour of ray parents, I 
Have utter 'd truth ; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not ftand by ; nor (hall you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth ; 
Thereon his execution fworn. 

Pol. I do bclievL thee : 
I faw his heart in 's face. Give me thy. hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
Still neighbour mine. My ihips are ready, and 
My people did^cxped ray hence departure 
Two days ago.— —This jealoufy 
Is for a precious creature ; as fhe 's rare, 
Muft it be great ; and, as his perfon 's mighty, 
Muft it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is diftionour'd by a raan which ever 
Profefs'd to him, why, his revenges mufl: 
In that be made more bitter. ^ Fear o'er-lhades me : 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen's; part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'en iufpicion 1 Come, Camillo, 
I will refpeil thee as a father, if 
Thou bear 'ft my life off hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam, It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the pofterns : pleafe your Highnefs 
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away, {Exeunt* 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

The palace. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies, 

Her, 'TT^Ake the boy to you ; he fo trouble* me> 
X 'Tis paft enduring. 

I Lady, Come, my gracious Lord. 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam, No, I '11 none of you. . 

1 Lady, Why, my fweet Lord? 

Mam, You'Jl kifs me hard, and fpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ftill ; I love you better. 

2 Lady, And why fo^ my Lord ? 
Mam, Not for "becaufe 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they fcy» 
Become fome women beft ; fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a feaiicircle. 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady, Who taught you this ? 

Mam, I learn'd it out of womens* faces : pray nov. 
What colour be your eye-brow& ? 

I Lady, Blue, my Lord. 

Ma7?i, Nay, that 's a mock : I Ve feen a lady's nofe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

1 Lady, Hark ye. 

The Queen your mother rounds apace : we fhall 
Prefent our fervices to a fine new prince 
One of thefe days ; and then you '11 wanton with iit» 
If we would have you. , 

2 Lady, She is fpread of late ' 

Into a goodly bulk, (good time eocotmter her !) 

Her, What wifdom ftirs amongft you ? come> Sir, WW 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us. 
And tell 's a talc. 

Mam, Merry, or fad, (hall't be ? ' 

Her, As merry as you will. 

Mam, A fad tale 's beft for winter. 
I have one of fprights and goblins. 

Her, Let *s have that, good Sn*. 
Come on, fit down.. Ciwne on, and do your beft * 
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To fright me with your fprights : you 're powerful at it. 

Mam, There was a man 

Her, Nay, come, fit down ; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; 1 will tell It 

Yond crickets fhall not hear it* [foftly : 

Her. Come on, then, and give 't me m mine ear. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 

Leo. Was he met there ? his train ? Camillo witii 
him \ 

Lord, Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : I ey'd them 
Even to their (hips, 

Leo. How blefs'd am I 
In my juft cenfure I in my true opinion ! 
Alack, for lefler knowledge, how accurs*d 
In Being fo blefs'd ! ** There may be in the cup 
** A fpider fteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
** And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
" Is not infected : but if one prefent 
«* Th' abhorred ingredient to his eye, make known 
** How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 

** With violent hefts. 1 have drunk, and feen the 

fpider. 

Camillo was his help in this, his pander : 
There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 
AH 's true that is miftrufted : that falfe villain,. 
Whom I employ 'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He hath difcover'd my defign, and I 
J^emain a pinch'd thing * ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. How came the pofterna 
So eafily open ? 

Lord, By his great authority. 
Which often hath no lefs prevailed than fo 
On your command. 

Leo, I know *t too well. 
Give me the boy ; I *m glad you did not nurfe him : 

• Alluding to the fuperftition of the vulgar concerning thofe wh# 
were inchanted, and failcncd to the fpot, by charms fuperiur t9 
tlicir owo, 

T3 
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Though he does bear feme (igns of me, yet yott 
Have too much blood io him. 

Her. What is this? fport ? 

Leo» Bear the boy hence, he &all not come about her ; 
Away with him, and let her fport herfelf 
With that {he 's big witk: for 'tk Polixener - 
Has made thee fwell thus. 

Her, But I 'd fay, he had not ; 
And, I '11 be fworn, you would beHeve ay faying^ 
However you lean to th' nayward. 

Leo. You, my LordsV 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To fay, fhe is a goodly lady, and 
Tlie jufttce of your hearts will thereto add, 
'Tis pity ihe *s not honeft, honourable : 
Praife her but for this her withoat-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deierveshigh fpeech), andfb*aig^t 
The fhrug, the hum, or ha, — (thefe petty brands. 

That calumny doth ufe : oh, I am out, 

That mercy do's; for calumny will fear 
Virtue itfelf ) ; thefe flirugs, thefe hums^ and ha's. 
When you have faid (he 's goodly, come between. 
Ere you can fay flie's honeft : but be't known, 
From him, that has moft caufe to grieve it fliould be. 
She 's an adult 'reft. 

Her. Should'a villain fay fb, 
The moft replenifti'd villain in the world. 
He were as much more villains you, my Lord> 
Do but miftake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my Lady, 
Polixcnes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Whicli I '11 not call a creature of thy place. 
Left barbarifm, making me the precedent. 
Should a like language ufe to all degrees ; 
And mannerly diftinguifhment leave out 

Betwixt the prince and beggar^ 1 have (akf^ 

• She 's an adult 'refs ; I have faid with whom ; 
More ; Ihe 's a traitor, and Camillo is 
A fcderary with her ; and one that know* 
What fhe fhould (hame to know herfelf. 
But with her moft vile principal, that (he *% 
A bed-fweryer, evea as bad as thofe 
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That vulgars give bold'ft titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late efcape. 
Her, No, by my life, 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve yoo» 
When you (hall come to clearer knowledge, that 
Yoa thus have publiih*d me ? Gentle my Lord, 
You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fay 
Yoa did miftake. 

Leo. No, if I miftake 
In thefe founda.tions which I build npoo^ 
The centre is not big enough to bear 
A fchool-boy*s top. Away with her to prifcm : 
He who (hall fpeak for her, is far off guilty^ 
But that be fpeaks. 

Her. There 's fome ill planet reigns ; 
I muft be patient, till the heavens lode 
With an 3tfpe6t more favourable. Good my Lords^ 
I am not prone to weeping, as our fex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain iitw^ 
Perchance, fhall dry your pities ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which bums 
Worfe than tears drown : 'befecch you all, my Lords,. 
With thoughts fo qualified as your charities 
Shall beft inftruft you, meafure me ; and fo 

The King's will be perform'd ! 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? 

Her, Who is *t that goes with me ? 'beieech yoi» 
My women may be with me ; for you fee [Highneft^ 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fool«, 
There is no caufe ; when you (hall know your miftre& 
Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tears. 
As I come out ; this adion I now go on. 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my Lord, 
I never wi(h*d to fee you fbrry ; now, 
Itruft, Khali. My women, — come, you've leave; 
Leo. Go, do your bidding ;- hence. 

[£x// ^een guarded^ and Ladiesl 
Lord, 'Befeech your Highnefs c3l the Queen agiin. 
Ant, Be certain what you do, "Sir, left your juftice 
prove violence ; in the which three great ones fuffer,. 
■JTourfelf, your Queen, your fon* 
Lord^ Forher^ myLord^^ 
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I dare my life lay down, and will do 't, Sir, 
Pleafe you t* accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefft 
I' th' eyes of Heaven, and to you, I mean 
In this which you accufe her. 

Ant, If it prove 
She 's otherwife, I '11 keep my ftable-Aand * where 
I lodge ray wife, I '11 go in couples with her : 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truft her ; * 
For every inch of woman in the world. 
Ay, every dram of woman's flefh is falfe, 
Iffhebe. 

Leo, Hold your peaces. 
Lord, Good my Lord, 

Ant, It is for you we^fpeak, not for ovirfelves : 
You are abus'd, and by fome putter-on. 
That will be damn'd for 't ; 'would I knew the yillain, 
I would land-dam him. Be fhe honour-flaw 'd, 
I have three daughters ; the eldeft is eleven ; 
The. fecond and the third, nine, and fbme five ; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour, 
'I '11 geld 'em all : fourteen they (hall not fee. 
To bring falfe generations ; they are co-heirs. 
And I had rathef glib myfelf, than they 
Should not produceTair iflue. ' - 

Leo, Ceafe ; no more : 
You fmell this bufinefs with a fenfe as cold 
As is a dead man's nofe ; I fee 't and feel 't. 
As you feel doing thus ; and fee withal 

% \Laying hold of his arm. 

The inftruments that feel . 

Ant, If it befo, 
We need no grave to bury honefty ; 
There 's not a grain of it, the face to fweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 
Leo, What ? lack I credit ? 
Lord, I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord^ 

* StahJe-ftand is a term of the foreft-laws, and (ignifies a place 
where a deer-ftealer fixes his (land, and keeps watch for thepurpofe 
of killing deer as they pafs by. From the place it came to be ap- 
plied alfo to the perfon, and any man taken in a foreft in that (itua- 
don. ^]th a gun or bow in his hand, was prcfufflcd CO bc an Qifcildcri 
.and had the name of ^JinHc-ftaatL . .; 
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Upon this ground ; and more it would content mt 
To have her honour true, than your fufpidon ; 
Be blam'd for *t how you might. 

Leo. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful infligatioo ? our prerogative 
Calls not your counfels, but our natural goodnefs 
Imparts this ; which, if you (or fhipified. 
Or feeming fo, in (kill) cannot, or will not, - 
Reliih a truth like us ; inform yourfelves, 
Wc need no more of your advice ; the matter. 
The lofs, the gain, the ord'ring on 't, is all 
Properly ours. 

Jlnt, And I wifli, mj Liege» 
Yoa had only in your filent judgment try'd it. 
Without more overture, 

Leo, How could that be ? 
Either thou krt moil ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight. 
Added to their familiarity, 

(Which was as grofs as ever toiich*d conjeftare, " 
That lack'd fight only/ nought for approbation * 
But only feeing ; all other ciroamftances 
Made up to th' 6&td)j doth pufh on this proceeding. 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 
(Fpr in an a^ of this importance 'twere 
Moft piteous to be wild) , I have difpatch'd in poft. 
To facred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of ftuflF'd fufficiency. Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all : whofe fpiritual counfel had. 
Shall flop, or fpur me. Have I done well ? 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. - 

Leo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet Ihall the oracle 
Give reft to th' minds of others ; fuch as he, 
Whofe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th' truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free perfon fhe Ihould be confin'd. 
Left that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us» 

J Approbation here fignifies frotf* 
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We are to fpeak in public ; for this bufinefs 
Will raife us all. 

y^«/. To laughter, as I take it, ^AJide. 

If the good truth were known. \^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Changes to a prifon. 

Enter Paulina, and a Gentleman, ivith other aftendants. 

Paul. The keeper of the prifon, call to him. 

\_Exit Gentleman. 
Let him have knowledge who I am. Good Lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doft thou then in prifon ? Now, gdod Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? 

Re-enter Gentleman, njjith the Goaler. 

Goa, For a worthy Lady, 
And one whom much I honour. 

Paul. Pr^y youthen 
Conduct me to the Queep. 

Goa. I may not. Madam. ; 
To the contrary I have exprefs commandment, 

Paul. Here's ado to lock up honefty and honour 
from 
Th' accefs of gentle vifitors ! Is 'tlawful, pray you. 
To fee her women ? any of them ? Emilia ? 

Goa. So pleafe you. Madam, 
To put apart thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul. I pray you now, call her. 
Withdraw yourfelves. [^Exeunt Gent. &c. 

Goa. And, Madam, 
I muft be prefent at your conference. 

P<?«/. Well; be it fo, pr'ythee. 

Enter Emilia.' 

Here 's fuch ado to make no ftain a ftain, 
As pafles colouring. Dear gentlewoman. 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Mmil. As well as one fo great and fo forlorn 
May hoM together ; on her frights and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater), 
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She is fomething before her time deliver'd. 

PauL A boy? 

JEmiL A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live : the Queen receives 
Much comfort in 't ; fays, My poor prifoner, 
I 'm innocent as you. 

Paul, I dare be fworn. 
Thefe dangerous, unfafe lunes i* th' King ! befhrew them, 
He mull be told on *t, and he fhall ; the office 
Becomes a, woman bell. I'll take't upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth, let my tongue blifter, 
And never to my red- looked anger be 
The trumpet any more ! Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beft obedience to the Queen ; 
If fhe dares truft me with her little baBe, 
I *11 (hew *t the King, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th' loud'ft. We do not kno^O' 
How he may foften at the fight o' th' child. 
Ipie filence often of pure innocence 
perfuades, when fpeaking fails. 

JEmiL Moft worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving iflue : there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand, Pleafe your Ladyfhip ^ 
To vifit the next room, I '11 prefently 
Acquaint the- Queen of your moft noble offer. 
Who but to-day hammer'd of this d€*fign ; 
But durft not tempt a minifter of honour. 
Left (he (hould be deny'd. 

PauL Tell her, ^Emilia, 
I '11 ufe that tongue I have ; if wit flow from 't. 
As boldnefs from my bofom, let 't not be doubted 
I fhall do good. 

- JEmiL Now be you blefs'd for it ! 
I '11 to the Queen : pleafe you, come fomething nearer. 
Goa. Madam, if 't pleafe the Queen to fend the babe, 
I know not what I fhall incur to pais it, 
Having no warrant. , 

PauL You need not fear it. Sir ; 
The child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By law and procefs of great nature thei^ce 
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Free'd and infranchis'd ; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guiJty of. 
If any be; the trefpafs of the Queen. 

Goa. I do believe it. 

Paul. Do not you fear ; upon mine honour I 
Will ftand 'twixt you and danger. {^Exeunt 

SCENE IV. Changes to the palace. 
Enter htontcSf Antigonus, Lords ^ and other attendants. 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft ; it is but weak- 

To bear the matter thus : mere weaiknefs, if [vnsk 

The caufe were not in being : part o* th' caufe. 
She, the adult 'refs ; for the harlot-king 
Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank 
And level of my brain ; plot -proof ; but fhe 
I can hook to me : fay that (he were gone. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my reft 
Might come to me again. Who 's there ? 

Enter an attendant. 

Atten. Mjhord. 

Leo. How do*s the boy ? 

Jtten. He took good reft to-night ; 'tis hop'd 
His iicknefs is difcharg'd. 

Leo. To fee his noblenefs ! 
Conceiving the difhonour of his mother. 
He ftraight declined, droop'd, took it deeply \ 
Faften'd, and fix'd the ihame on't in himielf ; 
Threw oflF his fpirit, his appetite, his deep. 
And down-right languifh'd. Leave me folely ; go, 

[ffx/V .Attendant* 

See how he fares. — Fie, fie, no thought of him. ? 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me ; in himfelf too mighty. 
And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be. 
Until a time may ferve. For prefent vengLaicc, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their paftime at my forrow; 
They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them ; nor 
Shall ihe within my power. 



itized by Google 



Srf3. y. The Winter" J Tale. 22f - 

SCENE V. Enter Paulina, 'wU'h a child. 

Lord. You muft not enter. 

Paul. Nay rather, good my Lords, be fccond to me. 
Fear you his tyrannous pafllon more, alas, 
Than the Q4jeen*s life ? a gracious innocent foul. 
More free than he is jealous. ^ 

y/«/. That^s enough, 

Atten. {pulthlti^ Madam, he hath not flept to-night^ 
commanded / . 

None fhould come tit him. 

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir ; 
I come to bring him fleep. 'Tis fudi as you^ 
That creep like fhadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings ; fuch as you 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking, I 
Do come with words, as medicinal as true, 
Honeft as either, to purge him of that huniour, 
That preiTes him from fleep. 

Leo. What noife there, ho ? 

Paul. No nolfe, my Lord, but needful conference^ 
About fome goflips for your Highnefs. 

Leo. How ? 

Away with that audacious lady. Antigonus, 

I charg'd thee, that (he fliould not come about me ; 
J knew Ihe would, ' 

Ant. I told her fo, my Lord, 
On your difpleafure's peril and on mine, 
^he fhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What ? can 'ft not rule her ? 

PauL Froni all difhonefty he can ; in this;, 
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done. 
Commit, me, for committing honour), truft it. 
He fhall not rule me. 

j4nt. Lo-younow, you hear. 
When fhe will take the rein, I let her run, ' 
But fhe *11 not flumble. 

Paul. Good ray liege, I come 

And I befeech you, hear me, who profefs 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, your phyfician^ 
Tour moft obedient counfellor; yet that dares 
Xefs appear fo, in comforting your evil^ 

V^L. III. U 
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Than fuch as moift feem your's. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen, 

Leo, Good Queeii ? 

Paui, Good Queen, my Lord, 
Good Queen, I fay, good Queen ; 
And would by combat make her good, fb were I 
A man, on th' worft about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

PauL Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firft hand me : on mine own accord I 'II off ; 
*But firfl: 1 11 do my errand. The good Queen, 
For fhe is good, hath brought you forth aSaughter, 
Here 'tis ; commends rt to your blelEng. 

\_Laying do^m the child. 

I^<7.0ut! 
A mankind witch ! hence with her, out o' door : 
A moft intelligencing bawd !" 

PauL Not fo ; 
I am as ignorant in that, as you 
In fo intitling me ; and no lefs honeft 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant. 
As this world goes, to'pafs for honeft. 

Leo. Traitors! 
Will you not pulh her out ? give her the baftard. 

\To Antigonus. 
Thou dotard, thou are woman-tyr'd; unroofted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baftard. 
Take 't up, I fay ; give 't to thy croan. 

Paul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Take 'ft up the Princefs* by that forced » bafenefs * 
Which he has put upon 't ! 

Leo, He dreads his wife. 

Paul, So I would you did: then 'twere paft aV 
doubt. 
You'd call your children y •< 's. 

Leo. A neft of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Paul, Nor I ; nor any ^ 
But one that 's here ; and that 's himfelf. For he 
Tbe facred honour of himfelf, his Queen's, 
* fornix 'for umatured% 
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His hopeful fon's, his babe's, betrays. to /lander, 
Whofe fling is iharper than the fword's ; and will not 
(Foi' as the cafe now ftands, it is a curfe 
He cannot be compelled to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten. 
As ever oak or ftone was found, 

Leo. A callat 
Of boundlefs tongue, who late hath beat her hufbaod. 
And now baits me ! — This brat is none of mine ; 
It is the iflue of Polixenes- 
Hence with it, and together with the dam. 
Commit them to the fire. 

Paul. It is ypur's ; - 
And, might we lay th' old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, 'tis tlie worfe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho' the print .be little,- the whole matter 
And copy of the father ; eye, nofe, lip, 
The trick of 's frown, his forehead, nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his fmiles. 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou, good goddefs Nature, which hafl made it 
So like to him that got it, if thoa haft 
The ordering of the mind too, 'mongft all colou^a 
No yellow in't'; left fhe fufped^, as he docs. 
Her children not her hufband's. 

Leo, A grofs hag ! 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd. 
That wilt not ftay her tongue. 
Ant. Hang all the huibands 
That cannot do that feat, you 'M leave yonrfelf 
Hardly one fubjcft. 

Lxo, Once more, take her hence. 
Paul. A moft unworthy and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. 

1^0. I'll ha* thee burnt. 
Paul. I care not % 
It is an heretic that makes the fire. 
Not fhe which burns in 't. I '11 not call you tyrant. 
But this moft cruel ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accufation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) fomething favours 
Of tyranny j^ and will ignoble make you, 
U a 
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Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Lso, On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant. 
Where were her life ? fhe durft not call me £oy 
If fhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul, I pray you, do not pufh me, V\\ begone. 
Look to your babe> my Lord, *tis your's ; Jove fend her 
A better guiding fpirit ! What need thefe hands ? 
' You that are thus fo tender o'er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of yoo. 
So, fo : farewd, we are gone.. {^Exih 

S C E N E VP. 

Leo, Thou, traitor, haft fet on thy wife to this. 
My child ? away with 't. Even thou, thou Uiat haft 
A heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence. 
And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight j. 
Within this hour bring me word it is done. 
And by good tcftimony, or I '11 feize thy life. 
With wliat thou elfe call'tt thine : if thou refufc^ 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo : 
Thebaftard brains with thefe my proper hands. 
Shall I da(h out: go take it to the fire. 
For thou fett'ft on thy wife. 

j^nt, I did not. Sir; 
Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pfeafe^ 
Can clear me in 't. 

Lord. We can ; my royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her comipg hither.. 

Leo, You're lyars all. 

Lords; 'Befeech your Highnefs, give us Better credit.. 
We've always truly ferv*d you, and befeech you 
So to efteem of us : and on our knees we. beg, 
(As recompence of our dear fervices 
Paft and to corae)> that you do change this purpofe,^ 
Which being. fo horrible, fo bloody, muft 
Lead on to fome foul iflue. We all kneel 

Leo, I am a feather for each wind that blov^s,: 
Shall I live on, to fee this baftard kneel, 
And call me father ? better burn it now, 
Than curfe it then.. Bux be it ; let it Uvc : 
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t ihall not neither. You, Sir, come yon hither ; 

\To Antigonus* 
Yoa, that have been fo tenderly ofUciotu 
With Lady Margery, yoar naidwife there. 
To fave tliis bafbard's life \ (for 'tis a baftard. 
So fare as this beard's grey), what will you adventure! 
To fave this brat's life ? 

Ant* Any thing, my Lord, 
That my ability may undergo. 
And nobknefs impofe : at lead, thus much ; 
I '11 pawn the little blood which I hai^ lefr^ 
To lave the innocent; any t^g poilible. 

Leo. It fhall be poffible ; fwear by this fword. 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant, I will, my Lord. 

Leo, Mark and perform it • feeft thou ? for the fail^ 
Of any point in't fhall not only be 
Death to thyfelf, but to thy lewd-tongn*d wife. 
Whom for this time we pardon. We injoin thee^ 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baftafd hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defart place, quite out 
Of our dominions, and that there thou leave it, 
(Without more mercy), to its own protedlipn, 
And favour of the climate. As by ftrange fortune 
It came to us, I do tn juilice charge thee. 
On thy foul's peril, and thy body's torture, 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place. 
Where chance may nurfe or end it. Take it up* 

Ant. I fwear to do this ; tho' a prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe'j 
Some powerful fpirit inftruft the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurfes ! Wolves and bears, they fayj 
(Calling their favagenefs afide) have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this deed does require ; and biefling, 
Againft this cruelty, fight on thy fide ! 
Poor thing condemn 'd to lofs.- 



Leo, Ng ; I '11 not rear 
Another's ifTue, 

U 



lExif, wti the child. 
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Enter a Mejenger,., 

Mejf, Pleafe your Highnefs, pofts. 
From thofe you fent to th' oracle,, are come 
Axk hotjr (ince. Cleo'menes and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landedi. 
Hailing to th' court. 

Lord. So pleafe you. Sir, their fpeed. 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leo, Twenty Tthree days 
They have been abfent : 'this good fpeed foreteJ*^ 
Tlie great Apollo fuddeSly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, Lords- 
Summon a feflion, that we may arraign 
Our mofb difloyal Lady ; for as fhe hath. 
Been publicly accused, fo ftiall flie have 
A juft and open trial. While (he lives. 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave, me^ 
And think upon ray bidding. [^Exeunt feveraUy.. 

ACT Iir. SCENE L 

A part of Sicifyr neiar the [ea-ftde.. 

Enter Cleomenes, and Dion. 

£7^-?* .'T^HE climate's delicate, the air moft fwect,. 

1 Fertile the ifle *, the. temple much furpaffin^ 
The common praife it bears. 

Dion. It fhames. report, 
For^raoft it caught me, the celeflial habits, 
(Methinks I fo fhould term them), and the reverence. 

Of the grave wearers. O, the facrificc 

How ceremonious, folfemn, and unearthly 
It was i*th' offering ! 

Geo, But of all, the burft 

• Bnt the temple of Apollo at Delphi* was not in an ifland, "hnr 
in rhocis> on the continent.- Either SlTakeipear. or. his editors', had 
their hea<!s running on Dtlos, an ifland of thb •Cyclades. If it wa»^ 
the editors blunder,, then Shakefpcar wrote, 

FerttU the foi', 

T»hich is more elegant too, than the prcfcnt reading. 'UiWarlurfid- 
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And the ear-deaf 'ning voice o' th* oracle, 

Kin to Jove's thunder, io furpris^'d my fenfe. 

That I was nothing. 

Dion, If th* event o'th' journey 

Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen [O be't fo \)\ 

As it hath been to us, rare, plealant, fpeedy,. 

The ufe is worth the time on *t. 
• Cleo. Great Apollo, 

Turn all to th'b^ft ! thefe procIaraatioDS| 

So forcing faults upon. Hermiorie, 

1 little like. 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 

Will clear, or end the bufincfs; when the oracR,. . 

(Thus by A polio V great divine feal'd up). 

Shall the contents difcover : fomething rare 

Even then wiM rufK to knowledge. Go;. frelH horfti^ 

And gracious be the iflue !. [ExeunK, 

S C E N E. II. Reprefents' a court of Juftice, 

Leontes, Lords y and Oncers appear properly fedte'd,. 

Leoi Tjiis feffion>. (to our great grief we pronounce)^., 
Ev*n pufhes 'gainft our heart. The party try'd,, 
The daughter of a King^ our wife^ and one 
Gf us too much belov.'d; — let us be cJear'd 
Cf being tyrannous,, iince. we fo openly 
Proceed in juftice^ which ihall have due courfe-,. 
Even to the guilt, or the purgatipn. 
Produce the prifoner^- 

Off, It is his Highnefs' pleaftire, that the Queea. 
Appear in perfon here in court. Silence 1 

Hermione // brought- in y. guarded i Paulina, and Ladles* 
attending. 

Lea. Read the indiiSlment;. 

Off., Hermione y ^een to the worthy Leontes^ ^'^g of 
Siciliay thou art here accufed and arraigned of highjrea^ 
fon, in committing adultery ivith Polixenesy King of Bi* 
thynia-i and coizfpiring 'withCamillo to take anuay the life-- 
of our Sovereign Lord thi King^ thy royal hufband; thg 
pretence nuhereof being by circumjlances partly laid open ^, 
UiQU^ Hermione^. contrary to the faith and allegiance of 
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a true fubjeiif didfi . counfel "and aid thent^ for their 
better Jafety^ to fiy a<way by night. 

Her. Since what I am to fay, mufl be but that 
Wkifch contradidts .my accufation ; and 
The teftimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myfelf ; it (hall fcarce boot mc 
To fay, Not guilty : mine integrity. 
Being counted falfehood, fhall, as I exprefs it» 
Be (o receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence fhall make 
Falfe accufation blufh, " and tyranny 

** Trembfe at patience. ^You, my Lord, beftkaGir« 

Who leaft will feem to do fo, my paft life 

Hath been as continent, as chafte^ as true. 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 

Than hiftory can pattern, tho* devis'd. 

And t>lay'd, to take fpedbators. For behold xne 

A fellow of the royal bed, which ©"we 

A moiety of the throne, a great King's, daughter. 

The mother to a hopeful Prince, here landing 

To prate and talk for life and honour, *fore 

Who pleafe to come and hear. For life, I prize It 

As I weigh grief which I would fpare ; for honour, 

Tis a derivative from me to mine. 

And only that I ftand for. I appeal 

To your own confcicnce. Sir, before Polixenes 

Came to your court, how I was in your grace. 

How merited to be fo ; fince he came. 

With what encounter fo uncurrent I 

Have drain 'd t' appear thus ; if one jot beyomi 

The bounds of honour, or in adl or will 

That way inclining, hardened be the hearts 

Of all that hear me, and, my near'ft of kia 

Cry, Fie, upon my grave I 

Leo. I ne*er heard yet. 
That any of thofe bolder vices wanted 
Lefs impudence to gainfay what they did. 
Than to perform it firft. 

Her. That *s true enough ; 
Tho* 'tis a faying, Sir, not due to me* 

Le»* You will not owa it. 
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Her. More than miftrefs of. 
What comes to rae in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For PoUxenes^ 
With whom I am accusM, I do confefs, 
I lov*d hira^ as in honour he required; 
With fuch a kind of love, as might become 
A Lady like me ; with a love, even Itich, 
So and no. other, as yourfelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both difobedi^nce and ingratitude 
To you, and towards your friend; whofe love had 

fpoke. 
Even fince it could fpeak, from an infant, freely,. * 
.That it was your's. Now for confpiracy, 
I know not how it taftes, tho* it be dilh'd 
For me to try how ; all I know of it. 
Is, that Camillo was^ an hoaeft man ; 
And why he kft your court, the gods themfclres 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo, You knew of his departure, as you know . 
What you have undertaken to do in 's abfence. 

Her. Sir, 
You fpeak a language thatr T undterftand not;. 
My life ftands in the lev^l cff your dreams,. 
Which ril lay down. . ' 

Leo. Your anions are my dreams.. 
Tou had a baftard by PoHxenes, 
And I but dreamed it :— ^as you were paft all fliairie^ 
(Thofe of your fad are fo), fo paft all truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for a« 
Thy brat hath been caft out, like to itfelf. 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed,. 
lyTore criminal in thee than it), fo thou 
Shalt feel our juftice*; in whofe eafieft paflage 
Look for no lefs- than death. 

Her. Sir, fpare your threats ; 
The bug which yoU would fright rae with, 1 feek v 
To me can life be no commodity. 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,. 
I do give loft ; for I do feel it gone, 
But Imjow not how it went. My fecond joy. 
The fijcft-fruitSL of my body, from, his prefence:. 
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Vm barr'd like one infeAious. My third -comfort, 

(Starr d moll unlu(;kily), is from my breaft 

(1 he innocent miJk in its moft innocent mouth) 

HaJ d out to murder ; myfelf on every poft 

Froclaim'd a trumpet with immodeft hatred; 

The chiid-bed privilege denyM, which lonw 

To women of all fa/hion : la%, hurried 

Here to this place, i'th'open air, before 

I have got ftrength of limit. Now, my Liege. 

Tell me what blelFmgs I have here alive, 

Tliat I fhould fear to die ? therefore proceed : 

But yet hear this ; miftake me not ; no life, r 

I prize It not a ftraw; but for mine honour. 
Which I would free, if I fhall be condemned 
Upon furmifes, (all proofs fleeping elfe, 
But what your jealoufies awake), I tell you, 
Tjs rigour^ and not law. Your honours all 
1 do refer me to the oracle : 
Apollo be my judge. 

SCENE III. Enter Dion and Clcomcnct. 

Lord^ This your requefl: 
Is aJtogether juft; therefore bring forth, 
And m Apollo's name, his oracle. 

/^-?r. The Emperor of RuiEa was my father. 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial ; that he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my mifery'; yet with eyes 
Ot pity,, not revenge] 

Off. You here fhall fwear upon the fword of jufticc» 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Dejphos,. and from thence have brought 
This leaPd-up oracle, by the hand delivered 
Of great Apollo's Prieft; and that fince then 
You have not dar'tf t6 break the holy fcal. 
Nor read the fecrets in 't. 

Cleo, Dion. All this we fwear. 

Leo. Break up the feals, and read. 

Off. H^rmioneh cbajle. Polyenes hlamehfs, Camilh 
^ true fubjeOy Leant es a jealous tyrant^ his innocent 
habe truly begotten,; and the King Jhall live luithoai 
M beir^ if that fwhieh is lojl be n9t found* 
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Lords, Now, bleffed be the great Apollo! 

Her. Praifed! 

heo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Off, h^jy my Lord, even fo as it is bere fet down. 

Leo, There is no truth at all i'th* oracle ; 
The feflion fhall proceed ; this is mere falfehood* 

Enter Servant, 

Ser, My Lord the King, the King, 
Leo, What is the buCnefs ? 
Ser, O Sir, I fhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your fon, with, mere conceit and fear 
Of the Queen's fpeed, is gone. 
Leo, How gone ? 

^er. Is dead. ^ 

Leo, Apollo's angry, and the heav'ns themfelves 

Do ilrike at my injufHce. ^How now, there ? 

[Her. faints. 
Paul, This news is mortal to the Queen : look down. 
And fee what death is doin|. 

Leo, Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o'Crcharg'd ; (he will recover. 

\E%eunt Paulina and Ladies 'with Hermione. 

SCENE ly. 

I have too much believ'd mine own fuipicion : 
'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo, pardon 
My great profanenefs 'gainft thine oracle ! 
I '11 recon«le me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo, 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy. 
For being tranfported. by my jealoufies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 
Camillo for the minifter, to poifon 
My friend Polixenes ; which had been done. 
But that the good mind of Camilk) tardied 
My fwift command; though I with death, and witk 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him. 
Not doing it, and being done; he (moft humane, 
And fiird with honour) to my kingly gueft 
• iJjiclafp'd my pra^ice, ^uit his fortunes here, 
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Which yoit knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertaiRties himfelf commended. 
No richer than his honour : how he glifters 
Through my dark ruft I and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

S C E N E V. Enter Paulina, 

PauL Woe the whrlel 
t) cut my lace, left ray beart, cracking it. 

Break too. 

Lord. What fit is this, good Lady ? 
PauL What ftudied torments, tyrant, haft for rae ? 
What wheels? racks? fires? what, flaying i boiling? 

burning 
In leads or oils ? what old or newer torture * 

Muft I receive ? whofe every word deferv^s 
"To tafte of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealoufies, 
{Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine) 1 O think what they have done. 
And then run mad indeed ; ftark mad, for all 
Thy bygone fooleries were but fpices of it. 
That thou betray'dft Polixenes, 'twas nothing ; 
That did but fhew thee off, a fool* inconftant. 
And damnable ungrateful : nor was 't much, 
Thoq.would*ft have poifon'd good Camillo*s honour. 
To have him kill a King : poor irepaiTes, 
More monftrous ftanding by; whereof I reckoa 
The cafting forth to crows thy baby-daughter. 
To be, or none, or little ; though a devd 
'Would have flied water out of fire, ei-e don 't : 
Nor is 't diredtly laid to thee the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honoirrable thoughts 
JThouglits high for one fo tender) cleft the heart. 
That could conceive a grofs and foolirti fire 
Blemifti'd his gracious dam : this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anfwer : but the laft, O Lords, 
When I hare faid, cry, Woe I the Queen, the Queen, — 
The fweeteft, deareft, creature's dead ; and vengeance 
Not dropt down yet. £for't 

I^ord, The higher powers forbid i 
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Paul. I fay, fhc's dead : 111 fwear't : if word, nor 
Prevail not, go and fee: if you can bring [oath, 

Tin^re or luftre in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, 1'll.ferve you 
As I would do the gods. * Bat, O thod tyrant ! 

• J^o not repent thefe things ; for they are heavier 

• Than all thy woes can ftir : therefore betake thee 

• Xo nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 

• Ten thoufand years together, naked, failing, 

• Upon a barren mountain, and fHll winter 

« In florm perpetual, could not more the gods 

• To look that way thou wcrt. 

Leo, Go on, go on : 
Thou canft not fpeak too much ; I have deferv'd 
All tongues to talk their bittereft. 

Lord. Say no more ; 
Howe'er the bdinefs goes, you have made fault 
I' th' bofdnefs of your fpeech,' 

Paul, I am forry for't. 
All faults I make, when I (hall come to know them, 
I do repent : alas, I 've {hew*d too much 
The raihaefs of a woman ; he is touch 'd 
To th' noble heart. What's gone, and what's paft help. 
Should be paft grief. Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I befeech you; rather 
Let me be puniih'd, that have minded you 
Of Wthat you fhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royd Sir, forgive a foolifh woman ; 

The love. I bore your <^een lo, fool again !— • 

I '11 fpeak of ber no more, nor of your children : 
I 'U not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loft too. Take you your patience to you. 
And I '11 fay nothing. 

Leo, Thou didft fpeak but well, 
Whex^ moft the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ; 
One grave fhall be for. both. Upon them (hall 
The caufes of their death appear unto 
Our fhame perpetual ; once a day I '11 vifit 
The chapel where they lie, and tears, fhed there. 
Shall be my recreation. So long as nature 

Vol. III. X 
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Will bear up with this rxercife, fo long 

I daily vow to vtfe it. Come, aod lead mc . 

u o thefe forrows, J^Ejeeunl. 

S' C E N. E VL 

Changes to Bithynla, A dtfart <:oHntry^ ; the fca af $ 
tittle dijiance. 
Enter Antigonus nfHfh a child, 4ind a Mariner. 

Ant, Thou art perfe6k thea, our ih^ iiadi toacfaM 
The defartfi of Bithyoia ? C°J^^ 

Mar, Ay, ray Lord-; and fear, 
We 've landed in ill time : the fkies bok ^kily. 
And threaten prefent biu^rs. In my coofcieace^ 
The heav'ns with that we hare in hand are aogrj. 
And frown upon's. 

Ant, Their iacred wi& be done ! get thee aboar^ 
Look to thy bark, I '11 not be long before 
i call upon thee. 

Mar, Make yoftr beft hafle, and go hoc 
Too far i' th' land ; 'tis like to be loud weaiita', 
Befides, this, place is Eunous for the cre^ure» 
t)f prey that keep upon *u 

Ant, Go than away. 
1*11 follow inftantly. 

Mar, I 'm giad at heart 
To be fo rid o' th' bufinefs. ^Exii. 

Ant, Come, poor babe; 
I -have heard, but not beiiev'd, the 9pwei% of the cksri 
^ay walk again ; if fuch thing be, ihy mocker ^ 
Appeared to m.e la^ night ; for ne'er vrsA dream 
So like a waking.. To me comes a creatare. 
Sometimes her head on one (Tde, fome aaother; 
I never faw a.veflel of Kke forrow 
So fill'd, and fb becoming; in puce white robes« 
Like very fan<5bity, ihe 6!vA. approach 
My cabbin where I ky ; thrice bowM be^re me« , 
And, gafping to begin fome fpeech, her eyes 
Became two fpouts ; the fury fpent, anon 
iDid this break from her, Good,.A«tigQttiis^ 
gince fate, againft thy better difpofillon. 
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Hath made fliy pcrfaii for the thrower-ont 

Of my poor babe^ according to thiue oath. 

Places remote enough are in Bithynia, 

There weep^ and leave it crying ; and for die babe 

Is counted loft for ever and ever, Perdttay 

I pr*ythee, caii't. For diis ungentle bufioefs^ 

Pat on thee by my Lord, thou ne*er fhalt fed 

TTiy wife Paulina more. And fo> with flkrieka^ 

She melted into air, Affi'ighced much, 

I did in time colkdl myfelf, and thought 

This waa footh» and no dumber. Dreams are toys; 

Yet for this jonsee^ yea^ fuperftitioufly, . 

I will be fquarM by this. I do believe 

Hermione hath fufFer'd death ; and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iffue 

Of King Polixenes , it ihould here be laid, 

Eidier for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. Bloflbm, fpeed thee well f 

\Laytng damn the child. 
There lie, and there thy chxraftcr : &re tbefe/ 
Which may, if fortune pleafc, both breed thee, pretty 
one. 

And ftill reft thine. The ftorm begins; Poor 

That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd [wretch. 

To lofs, and what may follow. 1(^Weep I cannot. 

But my heart bleeds : and mnft accu^s'd am I 

To be by oath injoin'd to this)v Fas^wcl ! 

The day frowns niore and more ; dw>u art like to hari 

A lullaby too rough : I never few 

The heav'ns fo dim by day. A favagc clamour \ 

Well may I get aboard \ thb is the chace ; < 

I am gone for ever., \Ex'rf^ purfued^ a bear; 

SCENE Vn, Enter an old Shepherd. ' 

Shep. ** I would ther« were no age between ten and 
*< three and twenty, or that youth would flcep out the 
^* left : for there is nothing in the between but getting 
•* wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, fteaK 
" ling, fighting— ^— hark you now!-^ — would any * 
** 6ut thele boil'd brains of mneteen, and two and 
** twenty, hunt tl»s weather? They have fcar'd awa)r 
<' twe oi my heft iheep, whiqb I foas the -wM will 
X z 
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•' fooner find than the mafter ; * if any where I have 
•' them, 'tis by the fea-fide, brouzing of , ivy. Good 
*• luck, an 't be thy will ! What have we here ? [Ta- 
•* king up the child,'] Mercy on *s, a beam ! a very 
** pretty beam ! a boy, or a child, I wonder ! a pret- 
*' ty one, a very pretty one ; fure fome 'fcape : though 
** I am not bookifh, yet I can read waiting- gentle wo- 
«• man in the 'fcape. This has been fome ftair-work, 
•* fome* trunk- work, fome behind-door-work :'* they 
were warmer that got this, than the poor thing is here. 
I '11 .take it up for pity, yet I '11 tarry till my fon axot : 
he bollow'd but even now. Whoa, ho-hoa I 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Hilloa, loa! , 

Shep, What, art fo near ? if thou 'It fee a thing t« 
t^lk on when thou ar^: dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ail'ft thou, man ? 

Clo. 1 have feen two fuch fights, by fea and by lanS ; 
but I am not to fay it is a fea ; for it is now the iky ; 
betwixt the firmament iand it you cannot thruft a bod- 
kin's point. 

Shep, Why, boy, how is it ? 

Clo, ** I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
** rages, how it takes up the fhore ; but that *s not to 
*' the point; oh, the raoft piteous cry of the poor fouls, 
** fometimes to fee 'em, and not to fee 'em : now the 
** ftiip boring the moon with her main-maft, and anon 
*' fwallow'd with yeft. and froth, as you 'cj th rail a cork 

•* into a hogihead. And then for the l^ndrfervice 

N ** to fee how the bear tore out his ihoulder-bone, how 
** he cry'd to me for help, and faid, his name was An^ 
" tigonus, a Nobleman. But to make an end. of the 
** fhip, to fee how the fea flap-dragon'd ^t. But firit, 
*« how the poor, fouls roar'd, and the fea mockld them. 
** And how the poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear 
" mock'd him ; both roaring louder than the fea, or 
*« weather. 

Shep, 'Name of mercy, when was this, ,boy ? 

Clo, Now, now, I have not wink'd fince I law thefe 
fights ; the men are not yet cold uuder water, nor the 
bear half-dia'd on the gentlemaq \ he 's at i( tipw. 
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Shep. *Would I bad beea by la have li^p'^df tbe o\i 
man. 

^/(i?. I would you had bceo by the fkip-fide to have 
help'd her '; there your charity would ha?e lack'd foot"- 
ing.r IJJde. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters ! but look thee 
here, boy. Now Wefs thyfeif f tion wxeet'ft with things 
dying, I with things aeW^bosa. Here '$ a fight for thee ; 
look thee, a beariB!£NcU>th for a f^^olTe's child! look 
thee here ; take v^r take up, boy^ open 't ; fo let 's fee : 
it was told me \ Ihould be rich by the fairies. This i» 
fome changling : open't; what 's within, boy? 

€io. You 're a pflad-okl man ; if the fins of your youtb 
are fbkgitea yoti, you 're well to li¥e. Gold ! all 
gold!-^ 

Shep» This is fairy gold, boy, and wiB prove fa; 
Up with it, keep it dofe: home, home, the^wext way. 
We are lucky, boy j and t© be fo ftill, reqmres nothing 
iVot fecrccy. Let my Ibeep ga: concie, goiod boy, xJbff 
next way home. 

Ch. Qa your the next way with your findings^ I *11 go^ 
fee if the bear be gone from the gentleman ; and hoV 
much he hath eaten. : they are never curs'd but wheif 
they are hung^ : if there be any of him kft, 1 11- bu- 

»y it. 

Shep. That 's a good deed. Jf thou may'ft difcern 
by that which is \tit of him what he is,^ fetch me to 
th'figjit of him. 

Ch. Marry^ will I ; and you fhall help to put himi 
i' th' ground. 

Sbep. *Tis a ludty day, boy^ and we It do good deedi 
on't. l^Exeunfw 

Enter Time, as Chorus. 
Time, I, diat pleafe IcMnCr try all, both joy and terror 
Of gi^Qd »ad bad, ^diat make and enfold error ; 
Now take upon me, in the name of TTj^irir, 
To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crisae 
To me,^ or my fwift pafTage, that I Aide 
O'er fixteen years, and leave the gulf uhtry'd 
Of that wide gap ; fince it is in my power 
To o'-ertbrow lawj^ and in. one felf-Wn hovur 
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To plant and o'«rwhelm cuftom. Let me pafs 

The- fame I am, ere ancient'il order was. 

Or what is now rcCeiv'd. I witnefs to 

The times that brought them in ; fo (hall I do 

To th' freftieft things now reigning, an*d make ftalc 

The gliftering of this prefent, as my tale 

■Now fecms to it : your patienpe this allowing, 

I turn my giafs ; and give my fcene fuch growing. 

As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 

Th' efFefts of his fond jealoafies, fo grieving 

That he (huts.up himfelf ; imagine me, 

<5entle fpedlators, that 1 now may be 

In fair Bithynia ; and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o' th' King's whom Fiorizei 

I now name to you ; and with fpeed fo pace * 

To fpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

•Equal with wondering. What of her enfues, 

I lift not prophefy. But let Time's news 

Be known when 'tis brought forth. A fliepherd'« 

daughter. 
And what to her adheres, which follows after. 
Is th' argument of time ; of this allow, 
If ever you have fpent time worfe ere now : 
If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay. 
He wilhes'earneftly you never may. \ExU. 

ACT IV. SCENE L ' 

7he court of Bithynia, 

Enter Polixenes; and Camillo, 

PoL T Pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importu- 



I 



nate ; 'tis a iicknefs denying thee any thing, a 
death ^o grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years fince I.faw my country; 
though I Jiave for the moft part been "aired abroad, I 
deGre to lay my bones there. Befides, the peniteot 
King, my maftdr, hath fent for me ; to whofe feeliug 
forrows I might be fome allay, or I o*erWeen to think 
fo, which is another fpur to my departure. 

Pol. As thou lov'ft me, CamtUo, wipe not out the 
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reft of thy fcrttces by leaving me hoW; the need I 
haye of thee, thine own geodnefs hath made : better 
not to have had thee> than thas to want thee. Tho« 
having made me bufinefles, which none, without thee, 
can fufficiently manage, muft either ftay to execute them 
thyfelf, or take away with thee the very fervices thou 
haft done ; which if I have not enough con(ider*d, (at 
too much I cannot), to be more thankful to thee (hall 
be my ftudy ; and my profit therein, the reaping friend- 
ihips< Of that fatal country Sicilia, pr'ythee, fpeak 
no more ; whofe very naming punifhes me with the re- 
membrance of that -^nitent, as thou call'ft him, and 
reconciled King my brother, whofe lofs of his moft 
precious Queen and children are even now to be afreih 
lamented. Say to me, when faw'ft fhou the Prince 
Florizel my fon ? Kings are no lefs unhappy, their iflue 
not being gracious, than they are in lofing them, when 
they have- approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince. 
What his happier aflFairs may be, are to, me unknown; 
but 1 have (mifHng him) noted, he is of late much re- 
tired from couft, and is lefs frequent to his princely ex- 
ercifes than formerly he hath appear'd. 

Pol. I have confider*d fo much, Camillo, and with 
fome care fo- far, that I have eyes under my iervice, 
which look upon his removednefs ; from whom I have 
this intelligence, that he' is feldom from the houfe of a 
moft homely fhepherd ; a man, they fay, that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, 
is grown intp an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. I have heard. Sir, of f>ich a man, who hatk 
a daughter of moft rare note ; the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from filch % 
cottage. 

Pol. That *s likewife a part of my intelligence • but, I 
fear, the angle that plucks o*ur fon thither. Thou (halt 
accompany jis to the place, where we will (not appear- 
ing what we are) have fome queftion with the fhq>hefd ; 
from whofe (implicity, I think it, not uneafy to get the 
caufe of my fon's refort thither. Pr'ythee, be my pre- 
fent partner ia this buiukefs^ aad Uy ^^ the thoughts 
of Sicilia* 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



m^ TU WirUit^t Tan. Aft x#,; 

Cam. f wHUngly obej your commaad. 
P«/. My bdk Canitila-^^fwe noft difgutfe ourfel^es* -. 

. S C £ N E II. a<M[^ u iU f»airt^. 
Enter Atrtolicus jftij^/^rf . 

JVl^en dc^ffadiU begin to p^er$^ 

Withy Ufgh ! the doxy over the date^ 
IVh}^ thfn cptne /> the f^meet o* tb' y^ar s 

*Fore the red hiood reim in the winter paU* 
The 'white^Jheet bleaching on thf hed^^ 

Withy hey ! the fweet birds y h4>m theyfingf 
Doth fet my prigging to^oth on edge : 

For a ^u^rt of aie is- a dijh for a King. 
The tarkf that tirra^^lyra chants ^ 

Withf hjey / ^i/^, hey I the thrujhand the Jay z. 
Are fummer-fongs fi^ me and my aunts. 

While *ffje lie tumhling in the ht^. 

1 have ferved Prince Florrael, and im my tim^ wore 
three-pile, but now I am out of fervice. 

But fhall Iff> mt^imfor thaty^ my deaf f 

The pale mojmfbws fy night : 
And nvhfn I fff^imdetf^ her^ und there^ 

Ithendflg^ V¥^fi. right. 
If tinkers may hdioe leave to live^ 

And bear the fonxt-ftin budget $. 
Then my account I well tnay give^ 

And in thefi<icks avouch it. 

My tra^c is (beets ; whca the kite builds, look to leflcr 
linen. My father nana'd rae Autolicu/, being litter'^ 
under Mercury *, who, as I am, was likewife a fnapper- 

t The allulron, and the wholi fpccch is takcp from Lucian ; y/lip 
appears to have been one cf our poetV favourite authors, as may be 
coDe^ted from feveral places of his works. It is from kis di&onrft 
corjiulkiaLaitroIbgy* wbeiv A«t4^c«4 talks yiuc^ in the ianf n»a%- 
•ver ; and *kis only on this account tha^ he is called the fbn of Mef- 
cury hy the ancients* namely, becaufe he was born under that planet. 
And as the infant was fuj^pofed by the astrologers to communicate 
of the nature of the (lar whi«h frcdyminatcd,. fo A^t^licus was % 
f^» JAxWorhrUmr ^ 
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Qp of unconfider'd trifles ; witt die lad drab I pur- 
chased this caparifon ; and my rerenue is the filly * 
cheat. Gallows, and knock, are too powerful on the 
high-way ; beating and hanging are terrors to rae : for 
the life to come, I fleep out the thought of it.— -A* 
prize I a prize ! 

SCENE III. Enter Clown. 

Clo. Let me fee,— every eleven weather tods, every 
tod yields pound and odd fhilling; fifteen hundred, 
ihom, what comes the wool too ? ' 

jiut. If the fprindge "hold, the cock's mine. — * 

.. • l^Jide. 

Clo. I cannot do't without comjpters. Let me fte, 
what am I to bay for our (heep-fhearing feaft, thre^ 
pound of fugar, i>ve pound of currants, rice 
what will this filler of miile do with rice ? but my father 
hath made her miftrefs of the feaft, and fhe lays it on. 
She hath made me four and twenty nofegays for the 
(hearers; three-man fong-mcn f *^^ and very- good 
ones, but they are moft of them means and bafes ; but 
one Puritan among them, and he fings pfahns to horn- 
pipes. I muft have faffron to colour the warden-pies; 

mace' dates none « — that 's out of my note : 

nutmegs, feven; a race or ^ two of ginger, but that I 
may 'beg; four pound of prunes, and as many raifint 
o'th'fun. 

jiut. Oh, that ever I was born ! 

\G raveling on the grounds 

Clo. V th' name of me-i 

j^ut. Oh, help me, help me : pluck but off thefe 
rags, and then death, death 

Clo, Alack, poor foul, thou haft need of more ragi 
to lay on dice, rather than have thefe off. • 

Aut* Oh, Sir, the lothfomnefs of them offends me^ 
more than the ftripes I' have received, which are might^ 
ones, and imltions. , . - 

. * Silly if ufed by die writers of our attd^r*9 time, for fimple, 
low, mean; and in this the humour of the (peech confifts. 

t Meaning tkofe who fing catches, which are generally in thrac 
fwts. 
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, Ch\ Abty poor man ! a mOiloa' of Ibcadii^ maf^ 
tfibme to a great mactsr. ^ ^^ • 

J»t^ I am robb'dft Sur, aad beaton ; ray money and 
ltp|^arel ta'ci^ from ms, wA die& deoftabh tfain^ piic^ 
y|o» ne^ . . . r . 

£Vo. What, by a horfeman, or a footihaa } 

jiut. A footman, fweet Sir^ a footman . 

do. Indeed, he (hoold be-a footman, by the garmentt 
i^ bath kft with thte % if thk be a hoHemaii's coat» it 
hath &en very hot ferrice. Lead me :thyr hand^ VVs 
ielp thee. Come, len^ ioe :thy hand. 

' {.Hdping him up^ 

. Aut. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh I 

€h* AUiSF, poor fouK 
. jiut. O good Sir, ibftly, good Sir : I fear. Sir, mjr 
ftpulder "blade is out. • 

. CIa, How now > canH ftand ? 

^lyf . Softly, dear Sir ; good Sir» foftly ) yt>Q ha' dooti 
me a^cbaritable ofEce. 

Cio. Dofb lack aay mo»ey ? I hajre a fittle money for 
thep. 

. yiutt. No» good fweet Sir ; no, I befeech yon. Sir ^ 
I have a kinfman not pad three quarters of a mile hence^ 
unto whom I was going, - 1 ihall there hare money, oc 
any thing \ want : ogerme no money*. I pray ycnt; that 
Jplls my heart, ... 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
you ? ' 

• Aut^ '♦ A fellow. Sir, that I have known to ga 
'^ about with trol-my-dameft *- \ I knew^ \axttk oncd a 
?♦ iervant 5>f thf Prince ;: I c»nno< tell, good 5k, for 
** which of his virtueft^ it wa9» b«it he was certainly' 
y whipped fMt o£ the c<>iut. 

Clo. *< His yicfS, yoitvoidd fay; there V no vidtiw 
*f whipp'^ out of thQ QOitrt; they eheriih it to mi^ it 
^ ftay thor?; aad yet. i% will no m(»e hot abide. 

^»/. Vices I would fay. Sir. I knoiridtis. man weB^ 
" he hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a procefs- 
^' feirveP, a bailiff; the» he oon^afs^d 8( mqlioii f of ch^ 

^ * ^fOttnma4«incu^ Fr^uc;]^. Th? gftp^ ol 9ilie4(plo«. 

t «• '• the pu'ppet'Jhew, thtn csHled mthns, A term frc<iiwari| 
•ccurri^g in our author. 
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** pfodigftl ^t itod mttned a tinker^ w2f0 iftthtn 4 ' 
** mile where my lapd and Imng lies; asd, having 
'* flowa over many knavifh pro£ie€icn8» he fettled ^tij 
** in a rogue ;" fome c^U Kim jirni^lictu. 

CU. Out upoa Vxok, {mg ! for my life, {>rig } ■**■ > >li 
ke haunts wake», fain, and bear^nkisgs. 

' Aut. Very true, Sir; iw. Sir, kej that 'a the rogue 
that f at me into this appardi. 

Ck. Not a more cowardly rogse m all Bldiynia ; if 
you had but lofok'd bic, and fpit at him, he 'd ha\re mnf. 

Atct^ I muft confeis tOi you» Sir, I am no fighter ; I 
am falfe of heart that w^y» aid that Ik kneWi I war- 
rant him. 

Ch, How ^ you now ? 

Aut. Sveet 6it« nmdi better dun I waf $ I can 
ftand and walk ; I will even take niy leave of yoa, and 
pace foftly towards nsyidafinan's. 

Clo^ Shall I bring 'thee on thy "way ? 

Aut^ Ko» good-fac'd Sir ; no, fweec Sn-. 

do. Then, £uewel,^ i mwft go to boy fpicea for o»r 
fieep4heann^, [Exii^ 

Aut. Prolper you, fweet Sir ! Yonr p«.rfe ii not hot 
enough to ptrchaefe yow fpice. I li be wid) you at your 
fheep-flieariag tea : if I make oot «his^ dieat bring out 
another, and the fhearert pnyte fheep, let me be ua-* 
YoU'd, and my name put into the bocdc of virtue f I 

S O N C. 
3^& ^»» i^s ***♦ ^^fa^-p^^ '^^9 

Andm^rrilykenttheftfle^. 
ji m^ry h$aPi g^ef oit the day^ ' 

Tour fad tildes in * mih-tt. {[Exk^ 

SCENE. iV, 

Tht profpeCt of a fhep^erd'j cote. 

Enter Florizel and Pcrdita* 

flo. Thefe your unufual wetds to each past of yon 
Do givg. a life-: no fliepherdefa, but Ffora 

f Begging gipfies. ia th«.tiitt«itf^ftaBrtioi^ W«r«ln.«M3M»|^ 
^i9pax£s» that had fomothkig of the ihcw of an incorporated bodj. 
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Peering in ApriPs front; This yoiir iheep-fiiearing 
Is » a meeting of the petty gods. 
And you the QOeen on 't. 

Per. Sir, my gracious Lord, 
To chide at yonr extremes it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon that I name them ! your high felf. 
The gracious mack o' th' land, you have obfcur'd 
With a fwain's wearing ;* and me, poor lowly maid^ 
Moft goddefs-Hke prank'd up. But that our feafts 
In erery mefs have folly, and the fteAtT% 
I>igeft it with a cuftom, I ihould blufh 
To fee you fo attired ; fwom, I think« 
To (hew myfelf a glafs. 

Flo. I blefs the time 
When my good falcon^made lier flight acrofi 
Thy father's ground. 

Per, Now, Jove aflPord you caufe 1 
To me the difference forges dread, your greatnels 
Hath not been us'd to fear; even now I tremble 
To think your father, by fome accident, 
Should pafs this way, as you did : oh, the fates I 
How would he look to' fee his work fo noble, 
Vildly bound up I what would he fay ! or how 
Should I in th^fe my borrowed daunts jbehold 
The fternneis of his pre&nce I - 

Flo, Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themfelves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The fhapes of beafts upon ihtm. . Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the' fire-Tob'd Go4» 
Golden Apollo, a popr humble fw^h,. 
As I feem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarier, 
Nor in a ^ay fo chaile : fince my defires • 
Run not before mine honour, nor my luftr 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Per. O but, dear Sir, - 
Your refoliitipn cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it ihuft be^ by th' power o' th' King* 
.Pae of ^efe ^o nuft be neceiEties, 
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Which then will fpeak, that you muft change this pur- 
Qj- 1 my life, . ' [pofct 

Flo. Thou deareft Perdita, 
With thefe forc'd thovijghts, I pr 'ythec, darken not 
The mirth o' th' feaft. Or 111 be thine, my fair, . 
Or not my father's. For i cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
1 be not thine . To this I ana molt conftant. 
Though deftiny fay A^^. Be merry, (Gentle), 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guefts are coming:; .^ 
Lift up your cotmtenance, as 'twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial wliich 
We two have fworn fliall come. 

Per, O Lady Fortune, 
•Stand you aufpicious I 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Shepherd^ Qo^riy Mapfa, Dorcas, Servanti^ 
ivith Polixenes and Camillo difguu'd^ 

Flo, See, your guefts approach ; 
Addrefs yourfelf to entertain them fprightly, ' 
And let's be red with mirth, 

Shep, " Fie, daughter; when my old wife'liv'd, upom 
'< This day fhe was both pan tier, butler,* cook, 
-•* Both dame and fervant ; welcomed all, ferv'd all ; 
** Would fing her fong, and dance her turn ; now here 
*' At upper end o' th* table, now i' th' middle ^ 
"•' Oh his fhoulder, and his; her face o' fire 
^* With labour; and the thing.fhe took to quench it, 
^* She would to each one ftp.'* You are retired^ 
As if you were a feafted one, and not 
The hoftefs of the meeting : pray you, bid 
Tliefe unknown friends to 's welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. . 
Come, quench your blufhcs, and prefent yourfelf, 
That which you are, miftrefs o' th' feajft. Come on. 
And bid us welcome to your fheep-fhearing. 
As your good flock (hall profper. 

Pen Sirs, welcome, ^\To Pol. and CaiB^ 

:lt is my father's will I Ihould take on me 

V01-. HL X 
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The hoftefsfliip o' th* day; you're welcome. Sirs. 
CJive me thofe flowers there, Dorcas — Reverend Sirs, 
*' For you there's rofemary and rue, .thefe keep 
** Seeming and favour all the winter long : 
•* Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
** And welcome to our (hearing ! - 

Pol. ghepherdefs, 
(A fair one are you), well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. " Sir, the year growing ancient, 
•' Not yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth 
*« Of trembling winter, the faireft flowers o* th' feafbn 
*' Are our carnations, and ftreak'd gilly-flowers, 
*« Which fome call Nature's baftards : of that kind 
«* Our ruftic garden's barren, and I care not 
** To get flips of them, 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden. 
Do you negledl them ? 

Per. " For I have heard it faid, 
«* There is art art, which in their piedenefs fliarcs 
** With great creating Nature i 

Pol. " Say, there be; 
«* Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
" But nature makes that mean; fo over that art, 
«' Which you fay adds to nature, is an art 
«* That nature makes ; you fee,- fweet maid, wc marry ' 
** A gentle fcyon to the wildeft ftock ; 
** And make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
** By bud of nobler race. This is an krt,- 
** .Which doe^ mend nature, change it rather; but 
*' The art itfelf is nature. 

Per. So it Is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gilly-flowers. 
And do not call them baftards. 

Per. ** I '11 not put 
'* The dibble in .earth, to fet one flip of them : 
*« No more than, were I painted, 1 would wifli 
'* This youth fliould fay, 'Twerewell; and only there* 

« fore 
*« Defire to breed by me. — Here 's flowers for you; 
*< Hot lavender, mints, favoury, marjoram, 
** The mary^i;ld, that goes tQ bed witjj th'fun, 
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•* And with him rifes, weeping : thefe are flowers 
** Of middle fumraer, iand, I think, they are given 
** ToWn of middle age." Y*are very welcome. 

Cam. I fliould leave grafing, wei:e I-of your flock. 
And only lisre by gazing. 

Per. «* Out, alas! 
•* You 'd be fo lean, that blafts of January 
** Would blow you through and through. Now, my 

" faireft friend, 
** I would I had fome flowerro' th' fpring, that might 
•■ Become your time of day ; and your*s, and your's, 
** That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
^* Your maiden-heads growing : O Proferpina, 
** For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let 'ft fall 
** From Dis's waggon ! daffadils, 
** That come before the fwallow dares, and take 
** The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim, 
** But fweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
** Or Cytherca's breath ; pale primrofes, 
*• That die unmarried, ere they can behold ^^ 
'* Bright Phoebus io his ftrength, (a malady 
•* Moft incident to maids) ; gold oxlips, and 
** The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 
** The fiower-de-lis being one. O thefe I lack 
** To make you garlands of, and, my fwect friend, 
•* To ftrow him o'r and o*er>. 

FU. What? like^acorfe? . 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on ; 

Not like a corfe ; or if, not to be buried 

But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers; 
Methinks I play as I have feen them do 
In Whitfund' paftorals : fure, this robe of mine 
Does change my difpofition. 

F/o. What you do. 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, (fweet), 
I *d have you do it ever-: when you fing, 
I 'd have you buy and fell fo ; fo give alms ; 
Pray fo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, - 
To fing them too. When you do dance, I wi(h you 
A wave o* th' fea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move ftill, ftill fo, 
Aad own no other function. Each your doings ^ 
Y 2 
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So fingiilar m each particular, 
Crowns what you 're doing in the prefent deeds. 
That all your a6ls are Queens.. 

Per, O Doricles, I 

Your praifes are too large ; but that your youth, I 

And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it^ ' ! 
Do plainly give you out an unftain'd fhepherdj 
With wifddm I might fear, my Doricles^ 
You woo'd me the falfe way. | 

' Flo . 1 think you have I 

As little fkill to fear, as I have purpofe 
To put you to 't^ But, come ; our dance, I. pray ;; 
Your hand, my Perdita ; fo tujitks pair, ^ 
That never mean to part. 

Per. I '11 fwear for 'em. ; 

PoL " This is the prettieft low-born lafs that ever | 

** Ran on the green. ford; nothing fhe does, orfeem^i, | 

But fmacks of foraething greater than herfclfi, 
Too noble for this pliace. 

Cam, He tells her fomething. 
That makes her Wood look out : good {both, fhe is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on," ftrike up. 

Dor'. Mopfa rauft be your miftrefs ; marry, garlic l 

to«.m£nd her kifitog with— —— ' 

Mopr^ Now, in good time ! 

Clo, Not a word, a word^ we ftand upoa our inaa« 
njers ; come ftrike up. 

Here n dance of Jhepherds and fln^herdeffet* 

PoL Pray, good fhepherd, what fair fwain is tliis- 
Who dances with your daughter ? 

* Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boafts himlelf 
To have a, worthy breeding ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I beKeve it : 
He looks like footh ; he fays he loves my daughter^, 
I think fo too ; for never gaz'd the mooo 
Upon the water, as he 'II ftand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes ; and, to be pUin^ 
I think there is not half a kifs to chufe 
Who loves another beft. 

PoL:ShQ dances featly. 
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Shep. She does any thing, though I report it 
That (hould be filent ; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, fhe fhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

SCENE VI. Enter a Servant. 

Ser. O-Mafter, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe: no, the- bag-pipe could not move you. He fings 
leveral tunes fafter than you ']1 tell money ; he utter* 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens* ears grew 
to his tuines. • 

Clo. He could never come better ; he (hall come in r 
I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful mat- 
ter merrily fet down ; or a very pleafant thing indeed^ 
and fung lamentably, 

Ser^ He hath fongs for man, or'woman, of all fizes ; 
no milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with gloves : he has 
the prettieft love-fongs for maids, fo without bawdry, 
(which is ftrange), with fuch delicate burthens of dil- 
do's and fa-ding's: jump her, and thump her : and 
where fome ftretch-mouth'd rafcal would, as it were, 
mean mifchief, and break a foul gap into the matter, 
he makes, the maid to anfwer, Whoopy do me no harniy 
good man; puts him oflF, flights him, with Whoops dome^ 
no harniy good man. 

Pol, This is a brave fellow. • 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable-con- 
ceited fellow ; has he any unbraided wares ? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i' th* rainbow ; 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bithynia can learn- 
edly handle, though they come to him by the grofs ; 
inkles, caddifles, cambricks, lawns ; why, he (Ings them 
over, as they were gods and goddeffcs ; you would 
think a fmock were 'a fhe-angel, he fo chants to the 
fleeve-band, and the work about the fquare on *t. 

Clo, Pr'ythee bring him in ;. and let him approach, 
fingmg. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrilous words 
in's tunes. 

Clo. You have of thefe pedlers that have more i^ 'em 
than YOU 'd thlnk^ iiiter. 
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Per. Ajt good brother, or go about to thinlu 

Enter Autolicus Jinging, 

"Lawn as 'white as driven fno^^r 
Cyprus black as e^er ivas cronv ; . 
Cloves as fweet as dama/k rofes^. 
Majks for faces and for nofes ; 
Bugle bracelets, necklace anther p. 
Perfume for a lady^s chamber :■ 
Golden quoifs, and flomachers^ 
For my lads to give their dears r 
Pinsy and poaking'fiicks of Jieelj 
' What maids lack from head to heel: 
Come buy of me^ come: come buy^ comeitn^^ 
Buy^ ladsy or elf e your lajfes cry. 
Come buy^ &c. 

Clo, If I were not in love with Mopft, thou fliould'ft 
take no money of me; but being inthrallM as I am,, 
it will alfo be the bondage of certain ribbons and 
jgloves. " ' 

Map. I was promised them againft thefeaft, but they 
come not too late now. , 

Dor, He h^th promised you more than that,., or there, 
be lyar». 

Mop. He hath paid you aff he promised you : 'may 
be he has paid you more ; which will (hame you tQc 
give hira again. , 

Clo» Is there no manners left among maids ? will they 
■wear their plackets where they fhould wear their faces ? 
is there not milking-time, when you are goings to bed, 
or kill-hole, to whiille of thefe fecrets, but you muft 
be tittle-tattling before all our guefis ? 'tis well they 
are whifp'ring : clamour your tongues • and not a word 
more. . 

Mop. I have done ; come, you promis'd me a tawdrj 
lace, and a pair of fweet gloves.. 

• The phrafc is taken from ringing. "When bells arc at the 
height, in order to ceafc them, "the repetition of the flrokes bc« 
cosDcs mucli quicker thiiB before; this is called danvnitwg thcatt 
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Clo. Have I not told thee how I wascozenM by the 
way, and loft all my money ^ 

Aut, And, indeed> Sir, there are cozeners abroad^ 
Ylierefore it behoves men to be wary, 

Clo. Fear not thou». man, thou (halt fofe nothing, 
here. 

Aut, I hope fo. Sir,, for I have about me many par- 
cels of charge. 

Clo. What haft here ? baHads I " 
Mop, Pray novv, buy fome ; I love a ballad in prints 
or a life ; for then we are fare they are true. 

Aut, Here 's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer'» 
wife was brought to-bed with twenty money-bags at a 
burthen; and how (he long*d to eat adders' heads, and^ 
toads carbonado'd^ 

Mop, Is it true, think yoit? 
Aut, Very true, and but a month old*. 
Dor, Blefsme from marrying a ufurer ! 
Aut, Here 's the midwife'* name to 't, one Miftreft-; 
Tale'porttr\ and ^^t or fix honeft wives that were pre— 
fent. Why ftiould I carry lyes abroad ? 
Mop-, Pray you now, buy it. 
Clo^ Come on, lay it by; and let's firftfee raore-bal* 
lads ; we'll buy the other things anon.. 

Aut, Here's another ballad, of a filh that -appear 'd' 
upon the coaft, on Wednefday the fourfcore of April ,- 
forty thoufand fadom above watsr, and fung this bal- 
lad againft the hard hearts of maid». It was thought; 
ihe was a woman, and was turn'd into a cold fifh, for 
(he would not exchange fleih with one thait lov'dher-. 
The ballad is very pitiful, and as tnie.. 
Dor, Is it true too, think you ? 
Aut, Five juftices hands at it, and witnefles more 
than my pack will hold . 

Clo, Lay it by too.: anothey. . 
Aut'^ T' is is a merry ballad^ but a v^ry .pretty one- 
Mop, Let 'a have fome merry ones* 
Aut\ Why,, this is -a paffing merry one, and goes to 
tiic tune of Totw niaids^ 'wooing a man ; there 's fcarce a 
maid, weftward, but ihe fings-it: 'tis ia req[ueft> lean 
tdl yott. 
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M9p. We can both ling it ; if thou 'It bear a part, 

thou (halt hear, 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on 't a iponth ago. 

j4ut, I can bear'my part; ypu muft know, 'tis my 

Occupation :. have at it with you^ 

Aut. Get you hence y for I muft go ^ 
Where It Jits 'not you to know. 

Dj^r. Whither? 

Mop. ix) hit her ? 

Dor. Whither"? 

Mop. // becomes thy oath full nvell. 

Thou to nie thy fecrets tell, ^ 

Dor, Me tooy let me go thither. 

Mop. Or thou goeft to the grange^ or milk 

Dor. If to either thou doft ill. 

Aut. Neither, 

Dor. What? neither? 

Aut. Neither, 

Dor. Thou haft fiuorn my love to he* 

Mop. Thou haft fivorn it more to me : 

Then nuhither goeft ? fay^ whither ? 

Clo, We '11 have this fbng out anon by ourfelves. My 
father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we '11 not 
trouble them. Come, bring away thy pack after me. 
Wenches, 1 11 buy for you both. Pedler, let 's have the 
firft choice : follow me, girls. 

Aut^ And you fhall pay well for 'em. 

S O N C. 

Will you Buy any tape, or lace for your caf. 

My dainty duck, my dear-a? 
And ft Ik, and thread, any toys for your head 

Of the newft, and finft, finft wear-a ? 
Come to the pedler ; money* s m medler^ 

That doth utter all mens* nuare-a, 

lExit Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfit. 

SCENE VII. Enter a Servant. 

Serl Mafter, there are three carters, three ihep- 
herds^ three neat-herds^ and three fwioe-herds, that 
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have made themfelves all men orhair * ; they call them- 
lelvey faltiers ; and they have a dance, which the 
wenches fay, is a gallyraaufry of gambob, becaufe they 
are not in 't : biit they themfelves are o' th' mind, (if it 
be not too rough for fome, that know littU but bowl- 
ing), it will pleafe plentifully. 

Shep. Away ! we '11 none on 't ; here has been too 
much homely foolery already. I know. Sir, we weary 
you. 

PoL You weary thofe that refrefli us : pray, let 's fee 
tiiefe four threes of herdfmen. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report. Sir, 
hath danc*d before the King ; and not the worft of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th* fquare. 

Shep. Leave your prating ; fince thefe good men are 
fleas'd, let them come in; but quickly now. 

^ ' Here a dance of tnxtelve fatyrs, 

Pol, O, father, you'll know more of that hereafter*. 
Is it not too far gone ? 'tis time to part them ; 

He 's fimple, and tells much. How now, fair fhep- 

herd?. 
Your Heart is full' of fbmcthing^ that doth take 
Your mind front feafHng^* Sooth, when I was youngji.. 
And handed love, as you do,, I was wont 
To load my fhe with knacks. I would have ranfack^d 
The pedler's filken treafury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance ; yoa have let him go. 
And nothing marted with him. If your lais 
Interpretation (houid abufe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty ; you were fkraited 
For a reply, at leaft, if you make care 
Of bappy Holding her. 

Fh, Old Sir,. I know. 
She priz«s not fuch trifles as thefe are. 
The gifts (he looks from me, are pack'd and locket" 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir ; who, it ftiould feem^ 
Hath fometime Ibv'd. I take thy hand, this handV 

• i. e. nimble, that leap as if they rebounded. The phn^i^ 
takca from temai-hdlSf which were (bifed ivith hale*. 
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As foft as doTe's down, and as white as it^ 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, " or the fann'd fnow 
•* That's bolted by th^ northern blail twice o'er. 

Pol, What follows this ? 
How prettily the young fwain feeras to wafh 
The hand was fair before I I Ve put" you out ; 
But to your proteftation : let me hear 
What you profefs. 

FU. Do, and be witnefs to 't, 

PoL And thi^ my neighbour too ? 

Flo, And he, arid more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and hear'ns, and all; 
Tliat were I crown'd the moft imperial monarch 
Thereof moft worthy, we're I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for ier employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them^ to her fenio^ 
Or to their own perdition, 

Pol. Fairly oflFer'd. 

Cam^ This fhews a found affection. 

Shep, But, my daughter. 
Say you the like tp him ? 

Per. I cannot fpeak - , 
So well, nothing lo \^ell, no, nor mean better^ 
By th' pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
Tlie purity of his. 

Shep, Take hands, a bargain ; 
^ And, friends unknown, you (hall bear witnefs to't* 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo, O, that muft be 
I' th* virtue of your daughter; one being deac^ , 
I (hall have more than you can dream of yet. 
Enough then for yout. wonder : but come oi^ 
Contra<Sl us 'fore thefe witne(res, 

Shep. Come, your hand ; 
And, daughter, your's. 

Pol, Soft, fwain, a-while ; 'befeech yo»^ 
Have you a father ? 

Flo, I have ; but what of him ? 

JP#/. Knows he of this \ 
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PoL He neither does, nor (hall, 
PoL Methinks a father 
Is, ai the nuptial of his fon, a gueft 
That beft becomes the table : 'pray you once more. 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reafonable affairs ? is he not ftupid 
With age, and alt'ring rheums ? can he fpeak ? hear? 
Know man from man ? difpute his own eftate I 
Lies he not bed-rid ?, and, again, does nothing. 
But what he did being childfii ? 

Flo. No, good Sir ; 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength, indeed. 
Than moft have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard. 
You oflFer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial, Reafon, my fon 
Should chufe himfelf ,a wife ; but as good reafoo. 
The father (allwhofe joy is nothing elfe 
But fair pofterity) (hould hold fome counfel 
In fuch a bufinefs, 

Flo. I yield all this ; . . 
But for fome other reafons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not accjuaint 
My father of this bufinefs, 

P^/, ' Let him "know 't. 

Flo. He (hall not. 

Po/. Pr'ythee, lethim. 

Flo, No ; he muft not, 

Shep^ Let him, my fon, he fhall not need to gricTC 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he muft not. 
Mark our contrad. 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young Sir, 

[^Difcovering himfelf. 
Whom fon I«dare not call ; thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledged. Thqu a fceptre's heir, 
That thus affed'ft a flieep-hook ! Thou old traitor, 
I *m forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, frefh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muft knouT 
The royal fool thou cop 'ft wit h 

Shep. O my heart ! 
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Pol, I'll have thy beauty fcratch'd wilh briars, and 
rtiade 
More homdy than thy ftate. For thee, fond boy, . 
If I may ever know thou doft but figh 
That thou no more (halt fee this knack, as never 
I mean thou (halt, we '11 bar thee from fuccefiion ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, riot our kin. 
Far' than Deucalion off : mark thou my words \ 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tho' full of our difpleafure, yet we free thee 
From the <iead l)low of it : and you, inchantment. 
Worthy enough a herdfman ; yea him tog^ 
That makes himfelf, hut for our honour therein. 
Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Thefe rural latches to his entrance open. 
Or hoope his body more with thy embraces, 
I will devife a death as cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to it, \Ey:it^ 

s c E ?T E vm. 

Per» Even here undone, 
"< I was not much afraid ; for once or twice 
*** I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
"** The felf-fame fun that fliines upon his court, 
'** Hides not his vifage from our cottage, but 

** Looks on alike. ^Wilt pleafc you. Sir, be gone ? 

ITx) FlorizeU 
i told you what would come of this . 'Befeech you, 
'Of your own ftate take care : this dream of mine, 
^* Being now awake, I *n queen it no inch farther, 
"■** But milk ray ewes, and weep." 

Cavi, Why, how now, father \ 
Speak ere thou dieft. 

Shep, I cannot fpeak nor think, 
Kor dare \o know, that which I know. Q. Sir, 

{To Florizd. 
•** You have undone a man of fourfcore three, 
** That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
^* To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
** To lie clofe by his honeft bones : but now 
/** Some hangman muft put on my ihrowd, and lay me 
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** Where no prieft (hovels in duft, curfed wretch ! 

ITo Perdita. 
That knew'ft this was the Pritice, and would'ft adven- 
ture 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone ! 
If I might; die within this hour, I hare liv'd 
To die when I defire. ZExif^ 

SCENE IX. 

FU. Why look you fo upon me ? 
I am but forry, not afraid ; delay'd. 
But nothing altered : what I was, 1 am; 
Mare draining on, for plucking back ; not followiig 
My leaih unwillingly* 

Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your father's temper : at thi? time 
He will aMow no fpeech, (which I do guefs. 
You do not purpofe to him) ; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear. 
Then, till the fury of his Highneii fettle. 
Come not before hiili. 

Flo. I not purpofe it, 
I think, Camillo- • 

€afn. Even he, my Lord. 

Peri How oftea have I told you 'twould be th«$ ? 
How often faid, my dignity would lait 
But till 'twere known ? 

F/o» It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith ; and then 
3Let nature cmfh die fides o' th' earth together. 

And mar the feeds within ! Lift up thy looks !— - 

From my fucceilion wipe me, father, I 
Ajn heir to my affedioii. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 

F/o. I am ; and by my fancy, if my reafba 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reafon ; 
If not, my fenfes better pleas'd with madnefs^ 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate, Sir. 

F/o. So call it; but it does fulfil my vow; 
I needs muft think it honefty. Camillo, 
Kot for Bithynia, oor the pomp that may' 

Yox.JIL Z 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^^ 7he Winter's Tale. Aa lY. 

Be thereat glean 'd ; for all the fun fees, or 

The clofe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide 

In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 

To this my fair belov'd : therefore, I pray you. 

As you have ever been my father's friend. 

When he fnall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 

To fee him any more), caft your good counfels 

Upon his pafTion; let myfelf and fortune 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 

And fo deliver, I am put to fea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on (hore; 

And, moll opportune to our need, I have 

A vefTel rides fail by, but not prepared . 

Tor this dcfign. What courfe I mean to hold. 

Shall nothing benefit your. knowledge, nor 

Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, r j • 

I would your fpirit were eafier for advice. 
Or ftronger for your need. 

Flo. Hark, Perdita r^ n -it 

I'll hear you by and by. \X^ Camdia 

Cam. He 's irremoveable, -r 

Refolv'd for flight : now were 1 happy, if 

His going I could frame to ferve my turn; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour; 

Purchafe the fight again of dear SicUia, • 

And that unhappy King, my matter, whom . _ 

I fo much thirft to fee. L-V'^^- 

. F/o. Now, good Camillo, . 

I am fo fraught with curious bufmefs, that 

1 leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I think , 

You have heard of my poor ferv^ces, i th love 

That I have borne your father. 

F/ • Very nobly . ^ ^ , . 

Have you deferv'd: it is my father s mufic - 

To fpeak your deeds, not little of his care 

To have them recompensed,^ as thought on. 
, Cam, AVell, my Lord, 

If you may pleafe to thinkl love the King, 
Aiid thro .gh him what's neareft to him, which is 
lour gracious felf, .embrace but my direaion. 
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If your more ponderous and fettled proje^ 
May fuffer alteration ; on mine honour ^ 
I '11 point you where you fhall have fuch receiving 
As fhall become your Highnefs, where you may 
Eipjoy your miilrefs ; from the whom, I fee. 
There's no disjunftion to be made, but by 
(As heav'ns forefend \) your ruin. Marry her ; 
And with ray beft enaeavoufs, in your abfence. 
Your difcontented father 1 11 ftrive to qualify. 
And bring him up to liking. 

F/o, How, Camillo, 
May this, almoft a miracle, be done ? 
That I may call thee foraething more than man, . 
And after that truli to thee. ^ 

." Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you *ll go? 

F/oj Not any ytt : ' 

But as th' unthought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do,^ fo we profefs 
Ourfelves to be the flaves of chanqe, and flics 
Of- every wind that blows. 

Cam, Then lift to me. 
TTiis follows, if you will not diange your purpofe^ 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia; 
And there prefent yourfelf and your fair princcfs . 
(For fo I fee (he rauft be) 'fore Leontes : 
She fliall be habited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free^ arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth : aflcs thee, the fon, forgiveneft^ 
As 'twere i'th' father's perfon; kiflcs the hands 
Of your frefli princefs ; o'er and o'er divides him, 
*Twixt his unkindnefs and his kin^efs : th' one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than thought or time, 

FU. Worthy Camillo, _ 
What coloMjr for my vifitation fliall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your father , 
To greet him^ and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, witli 
What you, as from your father, fliall deliver^ - 
Z 2 
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Things known betwixt us three, I '11 write you down^ 
The which Ihall point you forth at every fitting. 
What you muft lay ; that he (hall not perceive. 
But that you have your father's bofom there. 
And fpeak his very heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you : 
There is fome fap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more promifing 
Than a wild dedication of yourfelves 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd (hores ; moft ccrtaia 
To miferies enough : no hope to help you. 
But as you fhake o£F one, to take another ^ 
'Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their beft office, if they can but ftay you 
Where you 'II be loth to be : befides, you kno\ir» 
Profperity 's the very bSnd of love, 
Whofe frefh complexion and whofe heart cagethe:p 
AiHidion alters. 

Per. One of thefe is true : 
L think affli£don may fubdue the cheeky 
But not take in the mind. 
Cam. Yea, fay you fo ? 
There (hall not at your father's houfe, thefe feven yeftrs^ 
Be Born another fuch. 

F/o. My good Caraillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i'th* rear o' our birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis pity 
She lacks inflrudions, for ihe feems a miftrefi 
To moft that teach. 

Per, Your pardon. Sir, for this : 
I 'II blufli you thanks. 

F/o* My prettieft Perdita — ^— — 
But, oh, the thoins we ftand upon ! Camill»» 
Preferver of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our houfe ! how (hall we do? 
We are not furnifh'd hke Bithynia's fon, 
Nor (hall appear in Sicily ■ 

Ca??i. My Lord, 
Fear none of this : I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there : it (hall be fo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
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The fcene you play were mine. For inftance, Sir, 
Tlut you may know you fhall not want ; one word.— ^ 

\They talk a^de. 

S C E N E - X, ' . 
Enter Autolicus*. 

. Aut, Ha, ha, .what 'a fool Honefly is f and Truff, 
his fworn brother, a very^ fimple gentleman 1 1 have 
ibid all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ftone, not a. 
libbon, glafs, pomander, hrowcli, table-book, ballad,. 
' knife, tape, glove, ftioe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring ta 
keep my pack from fafting : they throng, who fhould 
buy firft, as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and 
brought a benedidion to the buyer ; ^ by whicli means, 
1 faw whofe purfe was beft in picture ; and what I faw 
to my good ufe, I remember'd. My good Clown (who 
wants bat fomething to be a reafonable man) grew fo 
In love with the wenches fong, that he would not ftir 
his pettitoes till he had both tune and words ; which fb* 
drew the reil: of the herd to me, that all their other fenfes 
ftuck in ears ; you might have piijch'd a placket, it was 
fenfelefs ; *twa^ nothing to geld a cod- piece of a purfe'; 
I would, have filed keys off, that hung in chains : no 
hearing, no ieelingy but my Sir's fong, and admiring 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of lethargy, \ 
picked and cut moft of their Feftival purfes; and had not 
the old man come in with a whoo-bub again ft his daugh- 
ter and the King's fon^ and fcar'd my choughs from the 
chaff, I had not left a purfe alive ia the w'hole army. 

[Camillo, Flor. ^^dTPerd. come for^-jjard^ 

Cam, Nay ; but my letters by this means being there. 
So foon as you arrive, (hall clear that dOiibt. 

Flo. And thofe that yjOu'U procure from King Le* 
ontes 

Cam. Shall- fatisfy your father* 

Per. Happy be you ^ 
All that you fpeak fhews fair. 

Ca7n. Who have we here ? XJ^^cing Autol, 

We '11 make an inftrumcnt of this ; omit 
Kochlng pQay give us aid. 

•Z J 
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jiut. If they have overheard me now; why» hanging. 

Cam, How now, good fellow. 
Why (hak'ft thou fo I fear not, man. 
Here's no harm intended to thee. 

jiut, I am a poor fellow, Sir, 

Cam, Why, be fo ftill j here 's no body will fteal that 
from thee ; yet for the outGde of thy poverty, we muft 
Inake an exchange; therefore difcafe thee inftantly, 
(thou muft think there's necelHty in't), and change gar- 
ments with this gentleman : tho' the penny-worth, on 
his fide, be the worft, yet hold thee, there 'sfome boot. 

^tt/. I am a poor fellow. Sir. — (I know ye well e- 
nough). [AJidt. 

Cam, Nay, pr'ythee, difpatch : the gentleman. 19 
half-Head already. 

Aut. Are you in earneft. Sir I — (I fmell the trick, 
on't). S^AJidr. 

Flo. Difpatch, I pr'ythee* 

Aut. Indeed I have had earneft, but I cannot wi^ 
confcience take it. 

Cam, Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate miftrefs 1 (let ray prophecy 
Come home to ye) ; you muft retire yourfelf 
Into fome covert-; take your fweet-heart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows : mulBe your facc> 
Difmantle you ; and, as you can, diiliken . 
The truth of your own feeraing; that you may 
(For I do fear eyes over you) to ihip-hioard 
Get undefcry'd. 

Per, I fee the play fo lies. 
That I muft bear a part* 

Cam, No remedy- 
Have you done there I 

Flo, Should I now meet my facheF, 
He would not call me fon. 

Cam, Nay, you fhall have no hat: 
Come, Lady, corae : farewel, my friend,. 

Aut. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo, Q Perdita, what have we twain forgot.^ 
Pray you, a word. 

Cam. What I do next, fhall be to tdl thcKing [^^fjuk. 
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Of this efcape, and whither they arc bound s 
"Wherein my hope iff, I (hall fo prevail 
To force him after ; in whofe company 
1 (hall review Sicilia ; for whofe fight 
I have a woman's longing. 

Flo. Fortune fpeed us ! 
Thus we fet on, Camillo, to th* fea-Hde. 

\^Exit Flor. tiHfh VtU 

Cam. The fwifter fpeed, the better. [£x/V» 

SCENE XI. 

^ut, I underftand thebufineft, I heard it. To have an 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceflary 
for a cut-purfe ; a good nofe is requifite alfo, to fmell 
ont work for th' other fenfes. I fee this is the time that 
the unjufl roan doth thrive. What an exchange had 
this .been without boot ? what a boot is here with this 
exchange ? Sure the gods do this year connive at us, 
and we may do any thing extempore. The Prince him- 
felf is about a piece of iniquity ; ftealing away from hi» 
father, with his clog at his heels. If I thought it were 
not a piece of honcfty to acquaint th€ King withal, X 
would do*t; I hold it the more knavery to conceal it^ 
and therein am I confhmt to my profei£on. 

Enter Clown a^d Shepherd. 

Afide, afide, — here's more matter for a hotbrain; cvef^ 
lane's end, every fhop, church, feiHon, hanging, yields 
a careful man work. 

Clo. See, fee, what a man you are now ! there ift 
90 other way, b^t to tell the King Ihe 's a changling, 
and none of your fleih and t^lood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Cio. Nay, but hear me» 

Skef. Go to then. 

Ch. She being none of your flefh and blood, yotrr 
flerii and blood has not ofFended the King ; and fo your 
flefh and blood is not to be punifh'd by hint. Shew 
thofe things you found about her, thofe 'fecret things, aH 
hut what fhe has with her; this being done, let the -la^ 
go whiftle; I warrant you. 

Sbep^ I will tell the King all, every word; yea^ and 
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his fon's pranks too; ** who, I may fay, is no honeft 
•* man, neither to his father, nor i to me, ta go abou^ 
•* to make me the King's brOther-in-Jaw." 

Clo, ** Indeed, brother-in-law was the fartheft oflT 
•* you could have been to him; and then your blood 
•• had been the dearer by I know how much an ounce."" 

Juf. Very wifely, puppies I . . {_AJide^ 

Shep, Well; let us to the King; there is that in this 
farthei will make him fcratch his beard. 

Aiit^ I know not what impediment this complaiiit 
may be to the flight of my mafter. 

Clo, 'Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

^«/.. Though I am not naturally honeft, I am fo 
(bmetimes by chance : let me pocket np my pedler's 
excrement *. How now, ruftiques, whither are yoi^ 
bound ? 

Skep, To th' palace, aii it like your Worfliip. 

Aiit. Your affairs there, what, with whom, the 
condition of that fartliel, the place of your dwelling^ 
your names, your age, of what having, breeding, and 
jUiy thing that is fitting for to be known, difcover. 
. Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

j4ut, A lye; you are rough and hairy; let me have 
ho lying; it becomes none but tradelmen, and they 
often give us foldiers the lye ; but we pay them for it 
with ilamped coin, not ftabbing ile^l; therefore they 
do give U6 the lye. 

67o..Your Worfliip had like to have given us one^ 
if you had not taken yourfelf with the manner, 

Shep. Are you a courtier^ an like you, Sir ? 
* Jut. Whether it like me or no, I ain a courtidfr 
Seell thou not the air of the court in thcfe infoldings ? 
hath not my gate in it the meafure of the court ? ' re- 
ceives not thy nofe court-odour fjom me ? rcflcdi I not 
on thy bafenefs, court-contempt ? think '1^ thou, for that 
I infinuate, or toze from thee thy budnefs, I am there- 
fore no courtier ? I am a courtier Cap-a-pe ; and one 
that will either pu(h on or pluck back thy budnefy: 
fhere ; whengupon I command thee to open thy a^Uir*. 

Shep, My buiinefs, Sir, is to the King, 

j^ut. What advocate haft thou to hi^uJ 
* Mcmiin^ his faUc bcuU 
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Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

Clo, Advocate's the court- word for a pheafant ; fay 
you have none, 

Shep, None, Sir ; I have no pheafant cock nor hen. 

Jut. " How blefs'd are we that are not fimple men ! 
** Yet Nature might have made me as thefe, are ; 
** Therefore I will notdifdain." 

Clo, This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep, His garments are rich, but he wears them not 
handfomely. 

Clo, ** He feems to be the more noble in being fan- 
** tailical ; a great man, I *11 warrant ; I know by the 
'* picking on 's teeth." 

Aut. The farthel there; what's i' th' farthel ? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Shep, Sir, there lies fuch fecrets in this farthel and 
box, which none muft know but the King; and which 
he (hall know within thb hour^ if I may come to 
th* fpeech of him. 

Jut, Age, thou hafb loil thy labour. 

Shep. Why, Sir ? 

Aut. The King is not at the palace; he is gone 
aboard a new fhip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
felf ; for if thou be *ft capable of things ferious, thoa 
muft know the King is full of grief. 

Bhep,' So 'tis faid. Sir, about his fon that (hould have 
married a fhepherd's daughter. 

Aut, If that fliepherd be not in hand-faft, let him 
fly ; the curfes he (hall have, the tortures he fhall feel^ 
will break the back of man, the heart of monfter. 

Clo, Think you fo. Sir \ 

Aut. Not he alone (hall fufFer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but thofe that are ger- 
mane to him, though remov'd fifty times, (hall all come 
under the hangman ; which though it be great pity, yet 
it is necelTary. An old fheep- whirling rogue, a ramr 
tender, to offer to have his daughter come into grace ! 
Some fay he ihall be fton'd ; but that death is too foft 
for him, fay I. Draw our throne into a fheep-cote ! aU 
deaths are too few, the (harpeft too eafy. 

do. Has the old maa e'er a foD> Sir, do you heai^ 
M'tlike you. Sir? 
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Aut. He has a Ton, who fhall be flay'd alive, tLen 
'nointed over with honey, fet on the head of » wafp's 
neil, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram 
^ead ; then recovered again with aquavitae, or fome 
other hot infufion ; then, raw as he is, (and in the hot- 
teft day prognoiHcatioo proclaims), Ihall he be fet againit 
a brick-wall, the fun looking with a fouthward eye up- 
on him, where he is to behold him, with flies blown ta 
death. But what talk we of thefe traitorly rafcals, 
whofe miferies are to be fmil'd at, their~ offences being 
fo capita!l ? Tell me (for you feem to be honeft, plain 
men) what ybu ha^ve to the King; being fomething 
gently confider'd, I '11 bring you where he is aboard, 
tender your perfons to his prefence, whifper him in 
your behalf ; and if it be in man befides the King to 
clTe^t your fuits, here is a man fhall do it. 

Clo, He feems to be of great attthorky ; clofe with 
him, give him gold ; ^* and though authority be a ftub- 
** born bear, yet he is oft led by the nofe with gold ;** 
fhew the infide of ^our purfe to the outiide of his hand, 
and no more ado. Remember, dos'd, and flay'd a- 
Jive.-- — * 

Bkep. An 't pleafe you, Sir, to undertake the bufineft 
for us, here is that gold I have'; 1 11 make it as much 
more, and leave this young man in pawn till I bring it 
you. 

Jut. After I have done what I promifed \ 

Shep. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party 
in this bufmefs ? 

Clo, " In fome fort, Sir: but though my cafe be a 
** pitiful one, I hope I (hall not be flay'd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that's the cafe of the fhepherd's fon; 
hang him, he 11 be made an example. 

Qo, Comfort, good comfort ; we muft to the King, 
and fhew our ftrange fights; he mufl: know 'tis none of 
your daughter, nor my fifler; we are gone elfe. Sir, 
I will give you as much as this old man does, when the 
bulinefs is perform 'd; and remain, as he fays, your 
pawn till it be brought you. 

Aut. J will tiufi you, walk before toward the fear 
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fide, go on the right hand ; I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. 

Clo, We are 'blefs'd in this man, as I may fay, even 
blefs'd. 

Shep. Let 's before, as he bids us ; he was provided 
to do us good. [^Exeunt Shep. and CIonx)n, 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune 
would nofcfuflFer me; ihe drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occafion ; gold, and a 
means xb do the Prince my niafter good ; which, who 
knows how that may tura back to my advancement ? I 
will bring thefe two moles, thefe blind ones,- aboard 
him ; if he think it fit to fhore tfiem again, and that 
the complaint they have to the King concerns him no- 
thing, let him call me rogue, for being fo far officious ; 
for I am proof agaiiift that title, and what fhame dk 
belongs to 't : to him will I prefent them, there may be 
matter in it. [£x//. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. r 

Changes to Ski Ha. 
EnferLitOTittSf CIeomenes,'Dion, Paulina, and Servants, 

Cle. Q[€R, you have done enough, and have perform 'd 
j^ A faint-like forrow : no fault could you make. 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed paid down 
More "penitence than done trefpafs. At the laft. 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil ; 
With them, forgive yourfelf. 

Leo, Whilft I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiflies in them, and fo Hill think of 
The wrong I did myfelf ; which was fo much, 
That heirlefs it hath made my kingdom, and 
Deftroy'd the fweet'ft companion that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my Lord. 
If o£ie by one you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the all that are, took fomething good. 
To make a perfe<5l: woman, file you kill 'd 
Would i^e unparallel'd. 
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Le<^. I think fo. KilPd? 
Kill'd ? fhe I kiird ? I did fo, but thou ftrik'ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now* 
Say fo but feldom. 

Cle, Not at all, good Lady ; 
You might have fpoke a thoufand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindnefs better. 

Paul. You are one of thofe 
Would have him wed again. 

Dion, If you would not fo. 
You pity not the ftate, nor the remembrance 
Of his moffc fovereign name ; conflder little. 
What dangers by his Highnefs' fail of ifTue 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
•Incertain, lookers on . What were more holy. 
Than to rejoice the former Queen ? This will. 
What holier, than for royalty's repair. 
For prefent comfort, and for future good. 
To blefs the bed of Majefty again 
With a fweet fellow to 't ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
Refpc<fling her that's go^e. Befides, the gods 
Will have fulfilled their fecret purpofes : 
For has not the divine Apollo faid. 
Is 't not the tenor pf his oracle, 
That King Leontes fhall not have an heir, 
Till his loft child be foundrf which, that it fliaO, 
Is all as monftrous to our human reafon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave. 
And come again to me; who, on my life, - 
Did perifti with the infant. 'Tis yourxounfel 
My Lord fhould to the heav'ns be contrary, 

Oppofe againft their wills. Care not for i/Tue ; 

' [To the King. 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th'worthieft'; fo his fuccefibr 
Was like to be the beft. 

Leo*' Good. Paulina, 
Who haft the memory of Hewnione, 
i Inow, iii honour ; O, that ever 1 
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Had fquar'd me to thy counfel ! then; . eren now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full eyes. 
Have taken treafure froni her lips I 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo, Tliou fpeak'ft truth : 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worfc, 
And better us*d, would make her fainted fpirit 
Again poffefs iier corpfe ; and on this ftage 
(Where we oflPend her now) appear foul-vex'd 

And begin. Why to me ? ^ 

Paul, Had (he fuch power. 
She had juft caufe. 

Leo, She had, and would incenfe me 
To murder her I married. 

Paul, I ftiould fo. 
Were I the ghoft that walk'd, Pd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't_ 
You chofe her ; then I 'd fhriek, that even your ears 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that foJlow*d 
Should be. Remember mine ^• 

Leo, Stars, ftars. 
And all eyes elfe, dead coals : fear thou no wife. 
I'll have no wife, Paulina, 

PauL Will you fwear 
Never to marry, but -by my free leave ? 

Leo, Never, Paulina ; fo be blefs'd my fpirit ! ^ 
Paul, Then, good my Lords, bear witnefs to his 

oath. 
Cleo, You tempt him over-much. 
Paul, Unlefs another. 
As like Hermione as is her pidlure, \ 
Aifront his eye. 

Cleo, Good Madam, pray, have done. 
Paul, Yet, if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sir* 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office ' ' 
To chufe you a Queen ; fhe fhall not be fo young 
As was your former ; but /lie (hall be fuch 
As, walk'd your firft Queen's ghoft, it fhould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 
Leo, My true Paulina, 
We fhall not marry till thou bidd'ft us* 

VoL.m. - A* 
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Paul. That 
Shall be when your firft Queen's again in breath : 
Never till then. 

SCENE II. Enter a Gentleman. 

Cent, One that gives out himfelf Prince FlorizeI> 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princefs (fhe 
The faireft I have yet beheld), defires accefs 
To your high prefence. 

Leo. What with him ? he comes not , 

Like to his father's greatnefs ; his approach. 
So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us, 
*Tis not a vifitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What trsun \ 

Gent. But few, 
And tlxofe but mean. 

Leo. His Princefs^ fay you, with him ? 

Gent. Yes ; the moft peerlefs piece of earth, I think. 
That e'er the fun (hone bright on. 

Paul. Oh Hermione, 
As every prefent time doth boaft itfelf 
Above a better gone ; fo mufl thy grave * 
Give way to what's feen now. Sir, you yourfelf 
Have faid, and writ fo : but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme : Jhe had not heen^ \ 

Nor nvas Jhe to he equalled ; thus your verle | 

Flow'd with her beauty once ; 'tis ftirewdly ebb'd, I 

To fay you 've feen a better. 1 

Gent, Pardon, Madam; I 

The one I have almoft forgot, (your pardon) ; 
The other when ihe has obtain 'd your eye. 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature. 
Would fhe begin a fedt, might quench the zeal 
Of all profefTors elfe, make profelytes 
Of who fhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not women ? 

Gent. Women will love her, that fhe is a womat 
More worth than any man ; men, that fhe is 
The rarcft of all women. 

Leo, Go, Clomenes ; 
Yourfelf (afTifted with your honour'd friends) 
• Grave for eftta^h^ 
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Bring them U) our embracement. Still 'tis ftrangc 
He thus (hould fteal upon us. [^x/V, Cleo. 

Paul, -Had our Prince 
(Jewel of children) feen this hour, he had pair*d 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births, - 

Leo. Pr*ythee, no more ; ceafe ; thOu know'ft. 
He dies to me again, when talked of : fure. 
When I fhall fee this gentleman, thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to confider that which may 
Unfurniih me of reafon. They are come. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomenes, and others. 

Your mother was moil true to wedlock. Prince, 

For fhe did print your royal father off % 

Conceiving you. Were I but twenty-one. 

Your father's image is fo hit in you. 

His very air, that I fhould call you brother. 

As I did him, and fpeak of fomcthing wildly 

By us perform'd before. Moft dearly welcome. 

As your fair Princefs, goddefs ! — Oh ! alas I 

I lofl a couple, that 'twixt heav'n and earth 

Might thus have ftood begetting wonder, as 

You gracious couple do ; and then I loft 

(All mine own folly !) the fociety. 

Amity too of your brave fathe/*, whom 

(Tho' bearing raifery) I delire my life 

Once more to look on. , 

Flo, Sir, by his command 
Have I here touch 'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give ^ou all greetings that a King (at friend) 
Can fend his brother ; and but infirmity. 
Which waits upon worn times, hath fomethlng feiz'd 
His wifh*d ability, he had himfelf 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and^hit 
Meafur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves. 
He bade me fay fo, more than all the fceptres. 
And thofe that bear them living. 

Leo. Oh, my brother I 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I hare done thee fiiv 
A a 2 
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Afrefli within me ; and thefe thy offices. 

So rarely kind, arc as interpreters 

Of my behind-hand flack nefs. Welcome hither. 

As is th' fpring to th' earth. And hath he too 

Expot'd this paragon to th' fearful ufage 

(At Jeaft, ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man not worth her pains, much left 

Th' adventure of her perfon ? 

F/o. Good my Lord, 
She came from Libya. 

^Leo, Where the warlike Smalus, 
That noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd and loY*d'f 

F/o, Moft royal 5ir, 
From thence ; from him, whofe daughter 
His tears proclaimed his parting with her ; thence 
(A profperous fouth-wind friendly) we have crofs'd^ 
To execute the charge my father gave me. 
For vifiting your High nefs ; my beft train 
. -I have from your Sicilian fliore difmifs'd^ 
Who for Bithynia bend, to fignify 
Not only my fuccefs in Libya, Sir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in fafetj 
Here where we are. 

Leo. The blefled gods 
Purge all infe(5^ion from our air, whilft you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman, againft whofe perfon. 
So facred as it is, I have done fin ; 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me ifTuelefs ; and your father's blefs'dj 
As he from heaven merits it, with you. 
Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been^ 
Might I a fon and daughter now have look'd on. 
Such goodly things as you ! 

SCENE IV. Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 
Tliat which I fhall report, will bear no credit. 
Were not the proof fo high. Pkafe you, great Sir, 
Bithynia greeis you from hirafelf, by m^ j 
Dcfires you to attach his fon, who hat 
His dignity and duty both caft oSt 
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Fled from his father, from his hopes^ and with 
A fliepherd's daughter. 

Leo. Where 's Bithynia ? fpeak. 

Lord, Here in yoiir city. I now came from hinu 
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes * » 

My marvel, and my meflage : to your court 
Whilft he was haft'ning, in the chace, it feems. 
Of this fair couple, meets he on (he way 
The father of this feeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both tiieir country quitted 
With this young Prinice. 

Fio. Camillo has betray'd me ; 
Whofe honour and whofe honefty till no\r 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord, Lay 't fo to his charge ; 
He 's with the King your father. 

Leo, Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord, Camillo, Sir, I fpake with him ; who ffow 
Has thefe ppor men in queilion. Never faw I 
Wretches f<^ quake ; they kneel, they kifs the earth, 
Forfwear themfelves as often as they fpeak. 
"Bithynia ftops his^ ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in deith. 

Per, Oh, my poor father ! 
The heav'n fets fpies Mpon us, will not have 
Our contraft celebrated. 
. Leo, You are marry *d \ ' * 

Flo, We are not. Sir, nor are we like to bcj 
The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys fi-rft; 
ITie odds for high and low's alike. 

Leo, My Lord, 
Is this the daughter of a King ? 

Flo, She is. 
When once fhe is my wife* 

Leo, That once, I fee, by your good father's fpeed/ 
Will come on very flowly. 1 am ferry 
(Moft forry) you have broken from his liking j 
Where you were ty'd in duty ; and as forry,: 
Your choice is noyt fo rich in birth as beauty. 
That you might well enjoy her. 

* Flo, Dear, look up ; 
Though FortUAei yifible an enemy^ 
A * 3 
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Sfiould chafe us, with my father ; power no jot 
Hath fhe to change our loves. ' 'Befeeeh you. Sir, 
Remember, fince you ow*d no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of fuch affedtions. 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your requeft. 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leo, Would he do fo, I *d beg your precious miilrefs. 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in 't ; not a month 
*Fore your Queen dy*d, flie was more' worth fuch gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leo, I thought of her^ 
Even in thefe looks I made. — But your petition 

iTo Florizel. 
Is yet unanfwerM ; I will to your father ; 
Your honour- not overthrown by your defires, 
I *m friend to them and you ; upon which errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me. 
And msLtk what way I make : come, good my Lord. 

{^Exeunt* 

SCENE V. Near the court in Sicilia. 

Enter Autolicus and a Gentleman. 

Aut. 'Befeech you, Sir^ were you prefent at this re* 
lation ? 

I Gent, I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old ftiepherd deliver the manner how he found it ; 
whereupon, after a little amazednefs, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber : only this, methought, I 
heard the fhepherd fay, he found the child. 

Aut, 1 would moft gladly know the iflue of it. 

I Gent, I make a broken delivery of the bufinefs; 
tut the dianges I perceived in the King and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration ; they feem*d almofl, 
Tv'ith ftaring on one another, to tear the cafes of their 
eyes. 'There was fpeech in their dumbnefs, language 
in their very gefture ; 'they looked as they had heard 
of a world ranfom'd, or one deftroy*d ; a notable paf 
fion of wonder appeared in them ; but the wifeft be 
holder, that J^xew i^g more b&t feeiBg, could dq^ lay if 
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th* importance were joy or forrow ; but in the extremity 
of the one it muft needs be. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman that haply knows more. The 
news, Rogero ? 

2 Gent. ^Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is fulfill'd ; 
the King's daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder is 
broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot 
be able to exprefs it. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes the Lady Paulina's fteward, he can delirer 
you more. How goes it now, Sir ? this news, which 
is call'd true, ia/o like an old tale, that the verity of it 
is in ftrong fufpicion. Has the King found his heir ? 

3 Gent. Moft true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumflance. That which you hear, you '11 fwear you 
fee, there is fuch unity "in the proofs. The mantle of 

Queen Hermione ^her jewel about the neck of it 

the letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 

to be his charadter,. ^the majefty of the creature, iii 

refemblence of the mother, -the affe(5lion of noble- 

nefs, which nature ihews above her breeding, and 

many other evidences proclaim her with all certainty to 
be the King's daughter. Did you fee the meeting of 

,the two Kings ? 

1 Gent. No, 

3 Gent. *Then have you loft a fight, which was to be 
feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, 
that it feem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them, for 
their joy waded in tears. There, was cafting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of fuch 
diftradjon, that they were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himfelf, for joy of his found daughter ; as if that joy 
were now become a lofs, cries. Oh, thy mother, thy 
mother ! then aflcs Bithynia forgivenefs ; then embracet 
his fon-in-law; then again worries he his daughter, 
with clipping her. Now he thanks the old fhepherd, 

who itui(U by^ '< like » wei^thef-beat^u coAduit of taaay 
• • _. 
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** Kings* reigns." I never heard of fuch another en- 
counter, which lames report to follow it, and undoes 
defcription to do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carry*d hence the child ? ^ 

3 Gent, Like an old tale flill, which will have mat- 
ters to rehearfe, tho' Credit be afleep, and not an ear 
open ; he was torn to pieces with a bear : this avoUche* 
the fhepherd's fon, who has not only his innocence, 
whic|i leems much to juftify him, but a handkerchief 
aiid rings of his, that Paulina knows. 

I Gent% What became of his bark and his fol- 
lowers ? ^ 
' 3 Gent. Wreck'd the fame inftant of their mafter'y 
death, and in the view of the fheph|prd ; fo that all 
the inftruments which aided to expofe the child, were 
even then loft, when it was found. But, oh, the noble 
combat, that 'twixt joy and forrow was fought in Pau- 
lina I She had one eye declined /or the lofs of h^ r huf- 
band, anotlier elevated that the oracle, was fulfiU'd* 
She lifted the Princefs froto the earth, and fo locks her ' 
in embracing, as if ihe would pin her to her heart, that 
flie might no more be in danger of lofing. 

i Gent. The dignity of this adt was worth the au 
dience of Kings ani Princes; for by fuch was it 
aaed. 

3 Gent, One of, the prettieft touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, was, when at the relation 
of the Queen*s death, with the manner how (he came 
to it, bravely confefs'd' and lamented by the King, how 
attentivenefs wounded his daughter ; till, from one fign 
of dolour to another, (he did, with an j4las ! I would 
fain fay, bleed tears; for I am Aire my heart wept 
blood. Who was moft marble, there changed colour ; 
fome fwooned, all forrowed ; if all the world could 
have feen't, the woe had been univerfal. 

1 Gent, 'Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent, No. The Princefs hearing of her mother's 

fiatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina; a piece 

many years in doing, and now newly perform'd by that 

rare Italian mafter Julio Romano ; who, had he himfelf 

. ft^roity, 9xA could put breath ioto Iu« • work^ would be*^ 
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guile Nature of her cuftom, fo perfedUy he is her ape ; 
he fo near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that they 
iay,. one would fpeak to her, and ftand in hope of an- 
fwer : thither with all greedinefs of affeftion are they 
^one» and there they intend to fup. 

2 Gent, I thought fhe had fome great matter there ia 
hand ; for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a-day, ever 
fince the death of Hermione, viGted that removed 
houfe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece 
the rejoicing ? 

I Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit 
of accefs ? every wink of an eye, fome new grace will 
be born : bur abfence. makes us unthrifty to our know- 
ledge. Let's along. [^Exeunt ^ 

Aut. Now, had I not the dafh of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his fon aboard the Prince ; told him, 
I heard^them talk of a farthel, and I know not what : 
but he at that time, overfond of the ftiepherd*« 
daughter, (fo he then took her tq be), who began to 
be much fea-fick, and himfelf little better, extremity 
of weather continuing, this myftery remained undis- 
covered. But 'tis all one to me ; for had I been the 
finder out of this fecret, it would not have relifh'd 
among my other difcredits. * , 

SCENE VI. Enter Shepherd and Clomn. 

Here come thofe I have done good to againft my 
will, and already appearing in the blbflbms of their 
fortune. 

Shep, Come, boy, I am paft more children; but thy 
fons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo, ** You are well met. Sir. You denied to fight 
•* with me this other day, becaufe I was no gentleman 
** born : fee you thefe cloaths ? fay, you fee them not, 
*• and think me ftill no gentleman born. You were 
** beft fay, thefe robes are not gentleman born. Give. 
** me the lye ; do, and try whether I am not now a 
** gentleman born. 

ylut. I know you are now. Sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo, Ay, and have beeo fo sgiy time thefe four 
bours/ 
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Shep. And fo have I, boy. 

Clo. So you have : but I was a gentleman born be- 
fore my father ; for the King's fon took 'me by the hand, 
and call'd me brother • and then the two Kings caird 
my father brother ; and then the Prince my brother, and 
the Princefs my (ifter, calJ'd my father, father; and fo 
we wept; " and there was the firft gentleman-like teara 
■• that ever we Ihed. 

Shep. We may live, fon, to Ihed many more. 

Clo, Ay, (»• elfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo prc- 
poilerous eftate as we are, 

j4ut,*l humbly befeech you. Sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your Worfhip, and to give mc 
your good report to the Prince, my mafter. 

Shep, Pr'ythee, fon, do; for we muft be gentle, noW 
we are gentlemen. 

Clo, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

j4ut. Ay, an it like your good Worfhip. 

Clo. Give me thy hand ; I will fwear to the Prince;- 
thou art as honeft a true fellow as any is in Bithynia. 

Shep, You may fay it, but not fwear it. 

Clo, Not fwear it, now I am a gentleman ? let boors 
and franklins fay it, I'll fwear it. 

Shep. How if it be falfe, fon ? 

Clo. If it be ne'er fo falfe, a true gentleman may 
fwear it in the behalf of his friend : and I '11 fwear to the 
Prince, thou art a taiil fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunk; but I Ichow, thou art no tall 
fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk ; but 
I'll fwear it ; and I would thou would'ft be a tall fel- 
low of thy hands. 

j4ut, I will prove fo. Sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if I do 
not wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, not 
being a tall fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings and 
the Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the Queen't 
pifture. Come, follow us : we '11 be thy good matters. 

[Exetmt. 
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SCENE VII. Changes to Paulina's houfe. 

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, CamilJo, 
Paulma, Lords and Attendants. 

Leo^ O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
.That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. What, fovereign Sir, 
I did not well, I meant well ; all my fervices 
You h^ve paid home. But that you have vouchfaf 'd. 
With your crown'd brother, and -thefe your contraded 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vifitj 
It is a furplus of your grace, which never 
My life may laft to anfwer. 

Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have we pafs'd through, not without much content^ 
In many ungularities ; but we faw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon. 
The ftatue of hei" mother. 

Paul. As {he liv*d peerlefs. 
So her dead iikenefs, I do well believe. 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
_Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lovely apart. But here it is ; prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still deep mDck*d death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well. 

[Paulina dranvs a curtain^ and difcoverlf 
Hermione ftanding like a fiatue. 
I like your (ilence, it the more (hews o£f 
Your wonder • but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege» 
Comes it not fomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural pofture ! ^ . 

Chide me, dear ftone, that 1 may fay, indeed. 
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art fhe. 
In thy not chiding ; fgr ftie was ascender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, 
* Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 
. Pauh So much the more oUr carver's excelleic^ 
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Which lets go by fome fixteen years ; and makes her 
As (he liv'd now. 

Leo, As now ihe might have done. 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my foul. Oh^us fhe ftood; 
Even with fuch life of Majefty, (warm life. 
As now it- coldly (lands), when firft I woo'd her, 
I am afham'd ; do's not the ilone rebuke me, 
For being more ftone than it ? Oh, royal piece 1 
There's magic in thy Majefty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 
From my admiring daughter took the fpirits^ 
Standing like fbone with thee. 

Ptfr. And give me leave. 
And do not fay 'tis fuperftition, tliat 
I kneel, and then implore her blefling.— Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours to kifs. 

Paui. O, patience; 

The ftatue is but newly fix'd ; the colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore laid o«» 
Which fixteen winters cannot blow away. 
So many fummers dry : fcarce any joy 
Did ever fo long live ; no forrow. 
But kill'd itfelf much fooner. 

Poi, Dear my brother. 
Let him that was the caufe of this, have power 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himfeif. 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftonc is mine)^ 
I 'd not have fhcw'd it, 

Leo, Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on't, left your fancy 
May think anon it move. 

Leo, Let be, let be ; 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already • 

What was he that did make it ? fee, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breathed, and that thoie reioi 
Did verily bear bipod i 
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Pol. Mafterly done ! 
The. very life feems warm upon her lip, / 

Leo. The fiflure of her eye has motion in 't. 
As we were mock'd with art. . ^ 

Paul. I '11 draw the curtain. 
My Lord 's almoft fo far tranfported^ that 
He *11 think anon it lives. 

Leo. O fweet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
No fettled fenfes of the world can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let*t alone. 

Paul. I 'm forry, Sir, I have thus far ilirr'd you ; but 
I could aiflidl you further. 

Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this afHidhon has a tafte as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath ! Let no man mock me. 
For I will kifs her. 

Paul. Good my Lord, forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wet ; 
You '11 mar it, if you kifs it ; ftain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain I 

Leo. No, not thefe. twenty years. 

Per. ' So long could I 
Stand by a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbear. 
Quit prefently the chapel, or refolve yo« 
For more amazement : if you can behold it, 
I '11 make the ftatue move indeed ; defcend, 
Ahd take you by the hand. But then you '11 think^ 
Which I proteft againft, I am affifted 
By wicked powers. 

Leo. What you can make her d<^y 
I am content to look on ; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear : for 'tis as ^y 
To make her fpeak as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd. 
You do awake your faith ; then, all ftand ftill { 
And thofe that think it is unlawful buCnefs 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed; 

Vol. III. B b ^ 
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No foot (hall ftir. 

Paul. Mufic; awake her : ftrike; ^Mujic. 

'Tis time, defccnd ; be ftone no more ; approach. 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 
I *11 fill your grave up : ftir ; nay, come away : 
Bequeath to death your numbnefs ; for from him 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive fhe ftirs ; 

[Hermione comes down. 
Start not ; her actions (hall be holy, as. 
You hear, my fpdl is lawful : do not fhun her. 
Until' you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand : 
When (he was young, you woo*d her ; now in age. 
Is flie become the fuitor. 

Leo, Oh, fhe's warm ! [^Embracing her. 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck; 
If fhe pertain to. life, let her fpeak too.. 
• Pol. Ay, and make it manifeft where (he has Uv'd, 
Or hbw ftbl*n from the dead. 

Paul. That (he is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears flie lives. 
Though yet (he fpeak not. Ma^^k a little while, 
Pleafe you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel. 
And pray your mother's bleffing : turn, good Lady ; 
Our Perdita is found, 

\P refentlng Perdita, tjoho kneels to Herm, 

Ker. You gods, look down. 
And- from your facred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head : tell me, mine own. 
Where haft thou been preferv'd ? where liv'd ? how 
Thy father's court ? for thou (halt hear, that I, [found 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd 
Myfelf to fee the jfTue. 

Paul. There 's time enough for that ; 
Left they defire, upon .this pufh, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 
You precious winners all, your exultation 
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Partake to every one : " I, an old turtle, 

** Will wing me to fome withered bough, aod there 

•* My mate, that 's never to be found again, 

*« Lament till I am loft.^ 

Leo. O peace, Paulina: 
Thou fhouldft a hufband take by my confent, 
As I by thine a wife. This is a match. 
And niade between 's by vows. Thou haft found nline J 
But how, is to be queftion*d ; for I faw her. 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I '11 not fcek far ' 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable .hufband. Come, Camillo, .: 

And take her by the hand ; whofe worth and honefty 
Is richly noted ; and here juHified 
By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What ? look upon my brpther : both your pardons. 
That e'er I put between your holy looks \To Her* 

My ill fufpicion : this your fon-in-law. 

And fon unto the King whom heaVns directing. 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us frpm hence, where we may leifurely 
Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Performed in this wide gap of time, fince firft 
We were diffever'd. Haftily lead away. 

[Exeunt omncK 
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DRAMATIS PERSO'NiE. 



JTiflf John. 

Prince Henry, fin to the King. 

Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, and 

nephew to the King, 
Pembroke, •^ 
Ellcx, / 

Salisbury, >>EngUfi Lords. 
Hubert, C 
Bigot, J 
JThilip Faulconbridge, haftardfin 

to Richard I. 
Kob^rt Faulconbridgc, fupfofed 

brother to the bafiard, 
James Gurncy, fervant to the 

Lady Faulconbridge^ 
' Peter of Pomfret^ a prophet, 
, Pbilipt King of France, 



Lewis, the Dauphin, 

Archduke of Auflria. 

Cardinal Pandulpho, the PopeU 
Legate. 

Melun, a French Lord, 

Chsi^lion, AmbaJ/adorfromFranC€ 
to King John, 

Elinor, ^eenrmother of England* 

Con fiance, mother to Arthur. 

Blanch, daughter to AlphonfoKing 
ofCaftiUy and niece to ^. John. 

Lady Faulconbridge, mother to the 
baftard and Robert Faulcon^ 
bridge. 

Citizens of Angiers^ Heralds ^ Ex- 
ecutioners, Mejfengers^ SoU 
£ers, and other Attendants, 



The &C E N E, fometimes in England, andfometimcs in France, 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

The court of England. 

Enter King John, ^een Elinor, Pembroke, Effex, and 
Salirbury,' *with Chatilion. 



K.John.'^ 



OW, fay, Chatilion, what woul4 
France with us I 



•N 

•^ ^ Chaf. Thus, after greeting, fpeaka 
the King of France, 
In my behaviour, to the Majefty, 

• The troublefome reign of King John was written in two parts by 
"W. Shakcfpear and W. Rowley, and printed i6i\. But the prcfcnt 
' flay is entirely different^ and infinitely fuperior Co it. MrPo^r. 
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The borrowed Majefty of England here. 

Eli, A ftrange beginning ; borrow'd Majefty ! 

K.John. Silence, good mother ; hear, the embaffy. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceafed brother GeflFrey's fon> 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim: 
To this fair ifland and the territories ; 
To Ireland, Poidiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine ; 
Defiring thee to lay afide the fwprd, 
"Which fways ufurpingly thefc feveral titles. 
And put the fame into young Arthur's hand. 
Thy nephew, and right-royal fovereign. 

K, John, What follows if we difallow of this ? 

Chat, The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
T* inforce thefe rights fo forcibly with-held. 

K, John. Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 
Controulment for eontroulment ; fo anfwer France. 

Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth. 
The fartheft limit of my emb'afly. 

K, John, Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace. 
Be thou as fightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou canft report,-! will be there. 
The thunder of my cannon fhall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And fullen prefage of your own decay. - 
An honourable condudl let him have ; 
Pembroke, look to 't; farewel Chatillon. 

l^Exctuit Chat, and Pem,' 

Eli, What-now, my fon, have I not ever faid, - 
HoAY that ambitious Conftance wou^i not ceafe. 
Till fhe had kindled France and all the world, - 
Upon the right and party of her fori \ 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eafy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms muft 
With fearful bloody ifTue arbitrate. - ' 

K. John. Our ftrong pofieffion, and our Hght for us— . 

Eli, Your ftrong pofTeffion much more than your 
right. 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and' me ; 
Bb 3 - . 
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So much my confcience whifpers in your ear, 
Which none but heav'n, and you, and I (hall hear. 

£ffex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft controverfy 
Come from, the eountry to be judg'd by you. 
That e'er I heard : fliall I produce the mei> I 

K. John, Let them approach. 
Our abbies and our priories fhall pay 
This expedition's charge^ — r-What men are you ? 

SCENE IL 

Bntcr Robe? t Faulconbridge, and Philip his brother ^ the 
bafiard, 

Phil, Your faithful fubjedt, I, a gentlemaa 
Born in Northaraptonihire, and eldeil fon^ 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A foldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of C(xui:^de-lion knighted in the field,. 

K. John. What art thou I 

Robert. The Ton and heir to^that fame Faulconbridge;. 

^».John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother^ then, it feems. 

Phil,, Moft certain of one mother,, mighty King, 
Thaj is'well known ; and, as I think, one father : . 
But^ for th^ certain knowledge of that truth, 
1 put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother j. 
Of that I doubt, as all mens* children may. 

EIL Out on 'th&e,, rude man 1 thou doft (hame thy 
mother,. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Phil, I,, Madam ? no, I have no reafon for it^. 
That is my brother's plea, arid none of mine ; 
Tlje which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leail.from fair ^^f^: hundred pound a-year, 
Heav'n guard my mother'a^ honour,, and my land ! 

K,.J,ohn„ A gpod blunt fellow;, why, being youngct 
born, 
Eoth.he lay claim. to thine inheritance ? 

PhiL. I know not. why, except to get the land*; 
®Lit. once he flandex'd me with baflrardy : 
But whether I. he, true begot or no, 
llbAL iUlI I. lay upon my maih&r 's head % 
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Biu that I am as well begdt, my Liege, 

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !), 

Compare our faces, and be judge yourfelf. 

If old Sir Robert did beget "us both, 

And were our father, and this fon like him ; 

old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give h'eav'n thanks I was not like to thee. 

AT. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heay'n lent U9 
here ? 

Eli, He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion's face. 
The accent of his tongue aflFedeth him : 
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon 
In the' larg^ compofition of this man ? . 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts^ 
And finds them perfedt Richard. Sirrah, fpeaic. 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Phil, Becaufe he hath a half-face like my father. 
With that half-face would he have all my land \ 
A half-fac*d groat, five hundred pound a-year ! 

Roh, My gracious Liege,, when that my father liv'd> 
Your brother did employ my father much ? 

Phil. WelJ, Sir, by this you cannot get my land.. 
Your tale mufl be, how heemploy'd my mother. 

Rob . And once difpatcK'd him in an embafly 
To Germany ; there wiih the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touohing diat time : 
Th' advantage of his abfence took the King,. 
And in the mean time fbjourn*d at my father's j 
Where, hojv he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak : 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of feas and fhoreR 
Between my father and my mother lay, 
(As 1 have heard my father fpeak hknfelf ), 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got. 
Upon his deathbed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me ; and took it on his deaths 
That this,^ my mother's fon,. was none of his ;; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time,. 
Then, good my Liege, let me have, what is mine-^, - 
My father's land, ai was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ;i 
Tour fathei'& wi& did after wedlock bear him.fc 
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And if (he did play falfe, the fault was her's ; 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all hufbands 
That marry wives. Tell fne, how if my brother. 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon. 
Had of your father claimed this fon for his ? 
In footh, good friend, your fatheV might have kept 
I'his calf, bred from his cow, from all the world. 
In footh he might. Then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refufe him. This concludes. 
My mother's fon did get your father's heir,- 
Your father's heir mufthave your father's land. 
* Roh, Shall then my father's will be of no force 
To difpoflefs that child which is not his ? 

Phil, Of no more force to difpoifefs me, Sir, ^ x 
. Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed fon of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of the prefence *, and no land befide ? 

PhiL Madam, and if my brother had my (hape, 
And I had his. Sir Rd>ert his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, 
My amis fuch eel-fldns ftuff 'd ; my face fo thin. 
That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rofe f , 
Left men fhould fay, ** Look, where three farthing* 

goes II ! 
*^ And to his fhape were heir to all this land ;'* 
'Would I might never ilir from oflF this place, 
I 'd give it ev'ry foot to have this face. 

• i. tf. Prince of the b)ood. 

f The flicking rofes about them, was then ail the.court-fafliion* 
II "We murt obfcrve, to explain this aUufion. that Q^Elifabeth was 
the firft, and indeed the only prince, who coined in England thrcc- 
half-pence and three-farthing pieces. She at ope and the fanoe time 
coined (hillings, fix-pences, groats, three-pences, two-pcnces, three- 
halfpence, pence, three-farthings, and halfpence. And thefe pieces 
all had her head, and were alternately with the toft behind, and 
without the roje. The fliilling, groat, two-pence, penny, and 
half-penny, had it not. The other intermediate coins, viz. tnc fix- 
pence, three-pence, three-halfpence, afld thrcc-farthings, bad the 
fojc, Mr Ihfotald, 
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I would not be Sir Nobbe * in any cafe. 

Eli. I like thee wiell ; wilt thou forfake thy fortune^ 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? * 
I am a foldier, and now bound to France. 

Phil. Brother, take you my land, I *11 take my chance ; 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a-year. 
Yet fell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither« 

Phil. Our country-manners give our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy name ? 

Phil. Philipy my Liege, fo is my name begun : 
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldeft fon. 

AT. John. From henceforth bear his name, whole 
form thou bear'fl. 
Kneel thou down Philips but rife up more great ; 
Arife Sir Richard y and Plantagenet. 

Phil. Brother by th' mother's fide, give me youf 
hand ; 
My father gave me honour, your's gave land. 
Now blefTed be the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away ! 

Eli. The very fpirit of Plantagenet ! 
I am thy grandam ; Richard, call me fb. 

Phil. Madam, by chance, but not by truth; what 
though ? 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the windo^V, or elfe o'er the hatch. 
Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by night. 

And have his have, however men do catch : 
Kear or far off, well won is ftiU well (hot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulcdhbridge, now haft thou thy de«- 
fire; 
A landle& knight makes thee a landed 'fquire. 
Come, Madam, and come, Richard, wemuftfpeed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than need. 

Phil. Brother, adieu ; 'good fortune come to thee. 
For thou was got i' th' way of honefty. 

^Exeunt all but Philip; 

* A nick-name, in contempt^ of Sir Roberta 
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SCENE III. 
A foot of honour better than I was. 
But many a many foot of land the worfc i 
WeJl, now can I make any Joan a lady. 
'« Good-denj Sir Richard, — Godamercy, fellow; 
«* And if his name be GeorgCy I '11 call Him Peter ; 
*• For new-made honour doth forget mens names. 
.** Tis too relpe<^ve and unfociable 
** For your converfing. Now your traineller, 
" He and his tooth-pick at my Worfhip's me6 j 
" And when my knightly Homach is fuffic'd, 
" Why then I fupk my teeth, and catechifc 

** My piked * man of countries ; —My dear Sir, 

** (Thus leaning on mine elbow, I. begin),.. 

" I ihall befeech you, ^that is queftion now ; 

•* And then comes ^nfwer like an ABC-book. 

•* O Sir, fays anf\yer, at your bell command, 

" At your employment, at your fervice. Sir. ■ ■■ 

«* No Sir, fays Queftion, I, fweet Sir, at your's.— - 

** And fo ere aniwer knows what queftion would, 

«' Serving in dialogue of compliment ; 

" And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

«* The Pyrenean and the river Po ; • 

*< It draws tp wards fupper in conelufion, fo. 

*« But this is worfhipful fociety. 

And fits the mounting fpiritlike myfelf : 

For he is but a baftard tct the time. 

That doth not fmack of obfervation ; 

[And fo aiji I, whether I fma«k or.no] ; f 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement j 

Bat frOfn the inward moticm to deliver 

Sweet, fweet, fweet poifon for the age's tooth j 

Which tho' I will not pjcadtife to deceive. 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to karrt ; 

For it (hall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing. 

But who comes in fuch hafte in riding-rc^es ? 

What woman-poft is this ? hath ftie no hufljand, 

Xhat will take pains to blow a horn before her I 

* t e, formally bearded. 

t A nonrcDfical lioe of the players. 
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O me ! it is my mother. Now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to court fo haftily ? 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge, tf«^ James Gurney. 

Lady. Where is that flave, thy brother, where is he, 
That holds in chace rtiine honour up and down ? 

PhiL My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's fon, 
Colbrand the giant, that fame mighty nian, 
Is it Sir Robert's fon that you feek fo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert's fon ; ay, thou unrev'rend boy. 
Sir Robert's fon : why foorn'ft thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's fon, and fo art thou. 

PhiL James Gurney, wik thou give us leave a while ? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Phil, Philip !-^ ^fpare rae, James ; 

There 's toys abroad ; anon 1 11 tell thee more. 

[^Exit James, 
Midam, I was not old Sir Robert's fon • 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good- Friday, and ne'er brok€ his fail. 
Sir Robert could do well ; marry, confefs ! 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We knew his handy-work ; therefore,' good mother. 
To whom am I beholden for thefo limbs ? 
Sir Robert never hoipe to make this leg. 

Lady,. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too, 
That, for thine own gain, fhoald'ft defond mine honour ? 
What means this foorn, thou moft untoward knave ? 

Phil, Knight, knight, good mother Balilifoo- 

• like*. 
What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my flioulder. - 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's fon ; 
I have difclaihi'd Sir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone. 

• The words allude to an cxprcflion in an old fooKft j^jay, theft 
the common bult of ridicule, called S&Uman and Perfeda. But the 
teauty of the pallage confifts in his alluding, at the fame time, -to 
his high original. His father, Richard I. was furnamed C«ur de lion-, 
and the Cor Leonis, a fixed liar of the fird magnitude, in the [i^ 
J^o, H caiicd Bafiljfco* Mr H^arlurtort. 
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Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope ; who was it, mother ? 

Lady. Haft thou deny'd thyfelf a Faulconbridge ? 

PhiL As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father; 
By long and vehement fuit > was feduc'd 
To make foom for him io^ my hufband's bed; 
Heav*n lay not my tranfgreffion to my charge ! 
,Thou art the iffuc of my dear oflFence, - - 
Which was fo ftron'gly urg'd paft my defence. 

PhiL Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wiih a better father. 
Some fins do bear their privilege on earth, . 
And fo doth your's^ your fault was not your folly; 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 
Subje<fbed tribute to commanding love ; 
Againft whofe fury, and unmatched force. 
The awlefs lion could not wage the fight ; ' 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands* 
H€ that perforce robs lions of their hearts. 
May eafily win a woman's. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart, I thank thee for my father* 
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, I '11 fend his foul to hell. 
Come, Lady, I wiD fliew thee to my kin. 

And they ihall fay, when Richard me begot» 
If thou hadft faid him Nay^ it had been fin ; 

Who fays it was, he lyes; I fay 'twas not. [Exeunt. 

A C T II. SCENE I. 

Before the nvalls of Anglers in France. 

Enter Philip King of France^ Lewis the Dauphin^ th$ 
Archduke of Auflria^ Qonftance, and Arthur. 

Lrwis. I_> Efore Angiers well met, brave Auftria, 

O Arthur ! that great forerunner of thy blood* 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Paleftine, 
By this brave Duke. came early to his grave : ^ 

Aid for amends to his pofterity, 
Jbt our importance hither is he come. 
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To fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the ufurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, En^lifh John. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Jrth, God fhall forgive you Coeur-de-lion's deaths 
The rather that you give his oflPspring life ; 
• Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 
I give you welcome with a pow'rlefs hand, 
But with a heart full of unilained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, Duke. 

Lewis* A noble boy ! who would not do thee right? 
y^tiji. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs, 
As fcal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Angiers and the ri^ht ihou liaA in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ftiore, 
Whofe foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides j 
And coops from other lands her iflanders ; 
Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main, < 

That water-walled bulwark, ftill fecure 
And confident from foreign purpofes, 
Ev'n till that outmoft corner of the weft. 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 
AVill I not tjiink of home, but. follow arms. 

CoTjfi, O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks^ 
Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him ftrength, • 
To make a more requital to your love. 

u4ufi. The peace of Heav'n is theirs who lift their 
In luch a juft and charitable war. [fwords 

K, Phil. Well then, to work; our engines fhall be 
Againft the brows of this refifting town j , [bent 
Call for our chiefeft men of aifcipline^ 
To cull the plots of beft advantages* 
We '11 lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wadetp the market-place in Frenchmens' blood. 
But we will make it fubje<5l to .this boy. i 

Conji. Stay for an anlwer to your embafTy, 
Lefl unadvis'd you ftain your fwords with blood* 
My Lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war ; 
And then we fhall repent each drop of blood j 

'That hot rafh hafte fo indiredlly fhed. 
V.Oi..IIL G c 
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Enter Chatilion. 

K. Phil, A wonder. Lady ! lo, upon thy wifli 
Our meffenger Chatilion is arriv*d. 
What England lays, fay briefly, gentle Lord ; 
We coldly paufe for thee. Chatilion, fpeak. 

Chat, Then turn your forces from this paultry fiegc^ 
And ftir them up againft a mightier taflc, 
England, impatient of your juft demands. 
Hath put himfelf in arms ; the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifure.I have ftaid, have giv'n hrm time 
To land his legions all as foon as \, 
His marches are expedient to this town. 
His forces ftrorig, his'-foldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother Queen ; 
An Ate, ftirring him to Wood and flrife . 
With her, her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain % 
With them a baftard of the King deceased, 
And all th* unfettled humours of the land; 
Rafh, iaconfid'rate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies* faces, and fierce dragons' fpleens. 
Have fold their fortunes at their native hom^s. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntlefs Ipirits, 
Than now the Englilh bottoms have waft o'er. 
Did never float upon the fwelling tide. 
To do offence and fcathe in Chriftendom. 
The interruption of their churlifli drums [^Drumsleat, 
Cuts oflF more circumilance ; they are at hand. 
To parly, or to fight, therefore prepare. 

K, Phil, How much unlook'd for is this expedition i 

Juft, By how much unexpedted, by fo much 
We muft awake endeavour for defence ; 
•For courage mounteth with occafion : 
I*et them be welcome then, we are prepar'i 
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Sc. 2: JT/;^ John. JOJ 

SCENE n. 

Enter K'uig of England, Faukonbridge, EKnor, Blanch, 
Pembroke, and others. 

K, John, Peace be to France,^ if France in peace per- 
Our jull and lineal entrance to our own : [niie 

If not, bleed France, and peace afcend to heav'n ! 
Whiill we, God's wrathful agent, do corred 
Their proud- contempt that beats his peace to heav'n, 

K, Phil, Peace be to England, if that war retur» 
. From France to England, there to live in peace I 
England we leve ; and for that England's fake. 
With burthen of our armour here we fweat ; 
This toil of ours fhould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving England art fo far, 
That thou haft underwrought its lawful King. 5 
Cut oflF the fequence of pofterity ; 
Out-faced infant ftate ; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face. 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of Eis^j 
This little abftradl: doth contain that large 
Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of Time 
Shall dra}v this brief .into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother bom, 
And this his fon ; England was Geffrey's right,' • 
And this is Geffrey's; in the name of God, 
How copies it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat. 
Which own the crown that thou o'ermaflerefl ? 

K, John. From whom hafl thou this great commifEbir^ 
To draw my anfwer to thy articles ? [France^ 

K, Phil, From that fupernal judge, that ftirs good 
In any breaft oi ftrong authority, [thoughts 

To look into the blots and f^ains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy ;, 
Under whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whofe help. I mean to chafUfe it *. 

-chaftifc it. 



K. John. Alack, thou doft ufurp authority. 
JC PhU, Excufc it, 'tis to beat ufurping dowa^ 

C c 2 
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30< King John. A<a tf. 

^iJ^g John, this is the very fum of all; 

England, and Ireland^ Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 

In right of Arthur I do^ claim of thee : 

.Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy arms ? 

K. John. My life as foon. — I do defy thee, France* 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my handj 
And out of my dear love Pll give thee more, ' 
.Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win *. 

^ Eii. Who is 't that thou doft call ufurpcr, France ? 

<l(mfi. Let me make anfwer : thy ufurping for* . 

£/(. Out, infolent ! thy baflard fhall be King, 
That thou may '(I be a Queen, and check the world ! . 

Conft My bed was ever to thy fbn as true I 
As thine was to thy hufband ; and this boy, 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey, 
Than thou and John, in ntanners being as likfi 
As rain to water, or devil to bis dam. 
^ly boy a baftard ! by my ibul, I think. 
His father never was fo true begot ; 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

£/i. There 's a good mother, boy. that blots thy father. 

Conji. There 's a good grandam, boy, that wonld blot thcc* 

Aujt, Peace-- ^ 

Wwk. Hear the crier. 

Aufi, What the devil art thou } 

Faulc, One that will play the devil, Sir, with you. 
An a' may catch your hide and you alone. 
You arc the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead lions by the beard ; 
I'll fmoak your (kin<coat, an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to 't; i* faith,. I will, i' faith. 

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's robc^ 
That did difrobe the Iton ©f that robe. 
* Faulc. It lies as fightly on the back of him, 
As great Alcides' flicws upon an afs ; 
^ut, afs, I '11 take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that (hall make your fhouldcrs crack. 

yfuft. What cracker is this fame, that deafs our cat» 
with this abundance of fwperfluous breath ? 
■, King Philip, determine what we Ihall do ft rait. 

K. Phil. Women and fools, break off your conference. 
King John, &c, 

• — — of France can win. 

Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Conft, Do, child, go to it grandam, chilcf. 
Give grandam l^gdom, and it grandam wSl 
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Sc. 3. I^ifrg John. ^^ 

K, Phil, Some trumpet fummon hitBcr to iht walls^ 
Thefe men of Anglers ; let us hear them fpeak, ' 
Whofe title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 

[Trumpet foundry 

SCENE III. Enter a Citizen upon the luallsi 

€it. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls-J 
K. Phil, 'Tis France, for England. 

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig. 
There *s a good grandam. 

Artb, Good my mother, peace ; 
I would that I were low laid in my grave ; 
I am not worth this coil that 's made for me 

Eli. His mother Ifaames him lo^ poor boy, he weepi^ 

Confi. Now Ihamc upon you, whc'r (he docs or no I 
His giandam's wrong, and not his mother's (hamcs, 
Praws thoic heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which hcav'n fliall take in nature of a fee : 

Ay, with thefe cryftal beads heav'n &all be brib'd, ' 

To do him juilice, and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monftrous flandercrof hcav'n and earth !- 

Conft, Thou monftrous injurer of heav'n and earthl' 
Call me no flanderer ; thou and thiiie ufurp 
The domination, royalties, and rights 
Of this opprefied boy ; this is thy elded Ton's ibii^. 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 
Thy fins are vifitcd in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him j 
Being bi»t the fccond generation 
Removed from thy fin^ohceiving womb* 

K. John, fiedlam, hare dune. ■% 

ConjU- I have but this to fay, 
That he is not only pUgued for her fin, : 

But God hath made her fin and her the plagut^ 
On this removed iflirc, plaguM for her, 
And with her pbgue her fin ; his injury. 
Her injury, the beadle to her fin, 
All punifh'd in the peribn of this child. 
And ail fur her; a plague upon her ! 

Eli. Thou unadvifed fcold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy fon. 

Conjf* Ay, who doubts that I a will !*--a wicked ik^^; 
A woman's will, a canker'd grandam 's will, > 

K. Vhil. Peace, Lady J pauie, or be ...ore tcm^cratip^ 
It ill befeems this prefence to cry Aim 
To ihcfe ill-tuned repeiitions. 
Seme tfumpet, ^c^ 
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*3<^ ;^t»g John. Aa rf. 

• A'. John, England for itfelf ; 
You men of Anglers and my loving fubje£ts — — t. 
K. PbiL You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's fub* 

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle 

AT. John. For our advantage ; therefore hear us fuft* 
Thefe flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpci^ of your town. 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement. 
The canhons have their bowels full of wrath; 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their iron indignation *gaiiiil your walls : 
All preparations for a bloody fiege 
^nd mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French, 
Confront your cities eyes, your winking * gates ; 
And, but for our approach, thofe fleeping ftones» 
That as a wafte do girdle you about. 
By the compulfion of their ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been difhabited, and wide havock made 
F05 bloody power to rufh upon your peace. 
But on_the fight of us your lawful King, 
(Who painfully with much expedient march. 
Have brougjit a counter-check before your gatesy - 
To fave unfcratch'd your city's threat 'ned cheeks)-,, 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle j 
And now, inftead of bullets wrapt in fire. 
To make a fhaking fever in your walls. 
They fhoot but calm words, folded up in fmoak> 
To make a faithkfs error in your ears ; 
Which truft accordingly, kind citizens ; 
And let in us, your King, whofe laboured fpirits, 
Fore-weary*d in this a(5tion of fwift fpeed. 
Crave harbourage within your city- walls, 

K. Phil, When I have laid, make anfwer to us botk*. 
Lo ! in this right liand, whofe prote£lion 
Is moft divinely Vow'd upon the right 
Of hina it holds, ftands young Planiagenet;. 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And KIrrg o'er him, and all that he enpyy^ . 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
« WuL^xng, a metaphor for balf-o^ex^ 
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Sc. J. I^ing Join. y^y 

In warlike march thefe greens before your towa: 
Being no further enemy to you, 
i Than the conftraint of hofpitabJe zeal. 
In the relief of this opprefled child, 
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe 
To him that owns it ; namely, this young prince.- ^ 

And then our aVms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in afpedt, hath all offence feaPd up : 
' Our cannons' malice vainly Aiall be fpent 
Againft th' invulnerable clouds of beav'n; 
And with a blefled and uhvex'd retire, 
With unhack'd fwords, and helmets all unbruis'd. 
We will bear hon[ie that lufty blood again. 
Which here we came to fpout againft your town ; 
And leave your childreii, wives, and you in peace* 
But if you fondly pafs our proffer'd offer, 
'Tis not the rounder * of your ola-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our meflengeis of war ;. 
Tho' all thefe EngUfh, and their difcipline. 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference^ 1 

. Then tell us, fhall your city call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd ill 
Or fhall we give the ilgnal to our rage, 
And ftalk in blood to our poiTefHon ? 

Cit, In brief, we are the King of England's fubje^Sls f 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

Cit, That can we not ; but he that proves the King^ 
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time. 
Have we ramra*d up our Agates againfl the world. 

K, J(^n. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
King ? 
And if not that, I bring you witnelfej. 
Twice fifteen thoilifand hearts of England's breed——* 

Faulc. (Baftards, and elfe). 

/T. John, To verify our title with their Kves; 

K. Phil. As many, and a» well-born bloods SQ' 
thc^e '. 

Faule. (Some baftards toa). 

K. PhiL Siand ia his face to cgnuadid bis clfUJUr 
; ». t. circk, . . X 
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Cit, Till you compound whofe right is worthieft. 
We for the worthiefl hold the right from both. 

AT. John, Tjiea God forgive the fin of all thofc 
fouls, 
Tha^to their everlafting refidcDce, 
Before the dew of evening" fall, fhall fleets 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King ! 

K. PhiL ^men, amen. ^Mount, Chevaliers, Xfj^ 

arms ! 

Faulc. Saint George that fwing'd the -dragon> and 
e'er fince 
Sits on his horfeback at mine hoibefs' doo^f 
Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah,. with your lionefs, 
I 'd fet an ox-head to your lion's hide *, 
And make a monfter of you. \To Auftria^ 

Auji, Peace, no more. 

Faulc, O, tremL4e ; for you hear the lion roar. 

AT. Jahfiy Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet 
forth 
In beft appointment all <yxr regiment*. 

Faulc, Speed then to take th' advantage of the field .- 

K, Phil. It (hall be fo ; and at the other hill 
Command the reft, to ftaod. God, and our right ! 

S C E N E IV, 

j/ long charge founded : then, after excurjions^ enter 
the Herald of France nvith trumpets to the gates. 

F. Her, You men of Angiers> open wide your gatcf^ 
. And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagnc in ; 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for teais in many an English mother,. 
Whofe fons lie fcatter'd on the bleeding ground y 
And many a widow's hufband groveling lies> 
Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth ; 
While vidtory with little lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd, 

* Tlic Archdiikc wore a lion's hide which had beiongcd^ tgr 
IkUhacd Coeur-de-UoAt 
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Sc. J. Ktng John, ^09 

To enter conquerors ; and to proclaim 

Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 

^ Enter EngliJIo Herald 'with trumpets, 

£■. Her^ Rejoice, you naen of Angiers, ring your 
bells; 
Ki'^g John, your King and England's, doth approach, 

. Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that march'd hence fo filver-bright^ 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens' blood. 
There iluck no plume in any Englifh creft> 
That is removed by a flaflF of France. 
Our colours do return in thofe fame hands, 
That did difplay them when we firft march'd forth ; 
And, like a joHy troop of huntfraen,. corac 
Our lufty Englifti, all with purpled hands, 
Dy'd in the dying (laughter of their foes. . 
Open your gates, and give the vidtors way. 

Cit, Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold^ 
From firft to laft, the onfet and retire 
Of both your armies, whofe equality 
By our beil eyes cannot be cenfured ; / 

Blood hath bought blood, and blpws hare anfwer'cl 
blows ; 

- Strength matched witb ftrengih,. and power confronted 
power. \ 

. Both are alike, and both alike we like ; 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo eTCB^ 
We hold our town for neither ; yet for both* 

SCENE. V. 

Enter the t*w& Kings ivith their ponversy at fever at doors, 

K, John. France, hail thou yet mare blood to caft 
away ? 
Say, fhall the current of our right run on ? 
Whofe pafTage, vex'd wkh thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erfwell 
With courfe difturb'd ev^n thy confining fhoreij 
Unlefs thou let his filver water keep 
A pejiceful progrefs to the ocean. 
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3IO King John. Ad: rr^ 

K, Phil, England, thou haft not fav'd one drop of 
blood 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwear, 
That fways the earth this climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay by our juft-borne arms. 
We '11 put thee down, 'gainft whom thefe arms we bear ;. 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; 
Gracing the fcroul that tells of this war's lofs. 
With ilaughter coupled to the name of Kings, 

Faulc, Ha ! Majefty, how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of Kings is fet on fire ! 
Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with fteel; 
Tbe fwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs j 
And now he feafts, mouthing the flefhof naen 
In undetermined differences of Kings. 
Why ftand thefe royal fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry havock^ Kings; back to the ftained fieM, 
You equal potcnts., fiery-kindkd fpirits ! 
Then let confufion of one part confirm 
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death . 
K. John, Whofe party do the townfmen yet admit ? 
AT. Phil, Speak,. Citizens, for England, who 's your 

King > 
Cit„ The King of England, when we know the 

King. 
K» PhiL Know hnn in us, ^at here hold up hi» 

right. 
K, J^hn, In us, that are our own great deputy. 
And bear pofleiEon of our perfon here \ 
Lord -of oiar -prefence* Angier*, and of you. 

Cit, A greater pow'r than ye denies all this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former fcruplc in our ftrong-barr'd gates *. 

Faulc, By heav*n, the fcroyles of Angiers flout you,. 
Kings, 
And ftand fecurely on their battlements, 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 

* — — — ftrong-barr'd gates. 

"K-ings arc our fears until our fears refolv'A 

Se by fome certain King purg'd and depos'd. 

Faulc. JByhcav'n, ^f. 
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Sc. ^, iT/^^ John. 311 

At your mduftrious fcenes and a(fls of deaths 

You royal prefences, be rui'd by me; 

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem ; 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 

Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this town. 

By eaft and weft let France and England mount 

Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths ; 

Till their foul-fearing clamours have braul'd down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 

I'd play inceflantly upon thefe jades; ^ 

Even tUl.unfenced defolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, diflever your united ftrengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again ; 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point* 

Then in a moment Fortune fhall cuD forth 
Out of one fide her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour ihe (hall give the day, 

And kifs him with a glorious vidlory. 

How like you this wild counfel, mighty flates ? 

Smacks it not fomething. of the policy ? 

K. J^hn. Now by the ilcy that han^s above oiir 
heads, 

I like it well. France, fhall we knit our pow'rs, 

And lay this Angiers even with the ground. 

Then, after, fight who fhall be King of it ? 
Faulc, And if thou haft the mettle of a King, 

Being wronged as we are by this peevifh town. 

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 

As we will, ours, againft thefe faucy walls ; 

And when that we have dafh'd them to the ground. 

Why, then defy each other; and, pell-mell. 

Make work upon ourfelves for heav'n or hell. 

K. PhiL Let it be fo ; fay, where will you afTault ? 
K, John, We from the weft will fend deftrudtioa 

Into this city's bofom. 
. Juji. \ from the north. 

AT. PhiL Our thunder from the fouth 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town *♦ 

* — — bullets on this town. 

3Pa»k, O prudent difcipUne ! from north to footSi ; 
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Cit. Hear us, great Kings; vouchfafe a while tQ 
ftay, 
And I (hall ftiew you peace, and fair-fac*d league ; 
Win you this city without ftroke or wound ; 
Rcfcue thofe breathing Jives to die in beds, 
That here come facrifices for the field t 
Perfever not, but heanne, mighty Kings. 

K. John. Speak on ; \^ith fevour we are bent XXi 

hear. i "^ i 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to England; look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely tfiaid. 
If lufty love (hould go in queft of beauty, 
Where (hould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love (hould go in fearch of virtue. 
Where (hould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match ^ y^^\ 
Whofe veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch I 
Such as Hie is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : 
If not corapleat, oh fay, he is not (he; 
And Hie again wants nothing, (to name want), 
If want it be not, that (he is not he. 
He is the half-part of a blefTed mafl. 
Left to be fini(hed by fuch a (he: 
And (lie a fair divided excellence, 
Whofe fuinefs of perfedion lies m him. ^ ^ 
Oh ! two fuch fiiver currents, when they join. 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in. 
And two fuch (hores, to two fuch ftreams made one. 
Two fuch controlling bounds fliall you be, Kmgs, 
To thefe two princes, if you marry them. 
This union (hail do mo^re than bgttery can. 
To oui> faft-clofed gates : for ix this match, 
With fwifter fpleen than powder can enforce. 
The mouth of paflTage (liall we fling wide ope. 
And give you entrance ; but witkput this match. 
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf, 
JLions fo confident, mountains and rocks 

Auftria and France fhoot in each other's mouth, 
I'll ftir them to^t ; come, away, away. 
iAU Heaj us, great Kings, ^C 
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SC. f. King JohM. yil\ 

So free from motion ; no, not Death himfelf 

In mortal fury half fo peremptory. 

As we to keep this city. 
Faulc, Here'saftay, 

Tlu^ fhakes the rotten carcafe of old Death 

Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth, indeed, 

That fpits forth death, and mountains, cocks and feas; 

Talks as familiarly of roaririjg lions. 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. - 

What cannoneer begot this lufty blood? 

He fpeaks plain cannon-fire, and fmoak and bounce ;- 

He gives the baflinado with his tongue. 

Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his. 

But buffets better than a fift of France, 

Zounds ! I was never fo bethump'd with words. 

Since 1 firft call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli, Son, lift to this conjunction, make this match. 

Give with out niece a dowry large enough ; 

For by this knot thou ftialt fo furely tie 

Thy now'unfur'd afTurance to the crown, 

That yon green boy fliall have no fun to ripe 

The bloom, that promifeth a mi^ty fruit. 

I fee -a yielding in the looks of France. 

Mark, how they whifper ; urge them, while their fouls 

Are capable of this ambition ; 

Left zeal, now melted by the windy breath 

Of foft petitions, pity and rcmorfe, 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Cit. Why anfwer not the double Majefties 
This friendly treaty of our threatened town ? 

K* Phil, Speak, England, firft, that hath been for-* 
ward firft 
To fpeak unto this city. What fay you ? 

K. John, If that the Dauphin therej thy princely fon. 
Can in this book of beauty read, / love. 
Her dowry fhall weigh equal with a Queen. 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poidliers, 
And all that we upon this fide the fea. 
Except this city now by us befieg'di 
Find liable to our crown and dignity. 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions: 
Vol. III. . D d " 
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3 1 4 ^^^£ h^^' Aa I r. 

As (he in beauty, education, blood. 

Holds hand wltJi any j^rincefs of the world. 

K. Phil. What fay'ft thou, boy > Look in the Lady't 
face, 

Lewis. I do, my Lord; and in her eye I fi||^ 
A wonder, or a wond'rous miracle *. 
1 do proteft I never lov'd myfelf. 
Till now, infixed, I beheld myfelf 
Drawn in the flatt'ring uble of her eye. 

\lVhifpering nvitb Blanck. 

Faulc. Drawn in the fiatt'ring table of her eye ! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow 1 
And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth efpy 

Himfelf love's traitor. This is pity now. 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there fliould be, 
In fuch a love, fo vile a lout as he. 

Blanch, My uncle's will in this refpe6t is mine. 
If he fee aught in you, that makes him like, 
That any thing he fees, which moves his likings 
I can with eafe trsmilate it to my will : 
Or if you will, to fpeak more properly, 
I will inforce it eafily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 
That all I fee in you is worthy love. 
Than this ; that nothing do I fee in yon 
(Though churlifh thoughts themfelves fhould be your 
That 1 can find fhould merit any hate. [j^^^g^) 

K. John. What fay thefe young ones ? what fay you, 
my niece ? 

Blanch. That fhe is bound in "honour ftill to do 
Wliat yoji in wifdom flill vouchfafe to fay. 

K. John. Speak then, Prmce Dauphin, can you love 
this Lady ? 

Lewis. Nay, aflc me, if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her moil unfeignedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Volqueffen, Toutaine, Maine, 
Poidtiers, and Anjou," thefe five provinces. 



—wondrous miracle ; 



The (hadow of myfelf form'd in her eye ; 
"Which being but the fliadow of your fon. 
Becomes a fun, and makes your fon a fhadow. 
2 do proteft, &c. 
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With her to thee ; and this addition more. 
Full thirty thoafand marks of Engliih coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal. 
Command thy fon and daughter to join hands. 

AT. 11^/7. It likes us well \ young princes, clofe youf 
hands *. 
Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates. 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel prefently 
The rites of marriage fhall be folemniz'd. 
Is not the Lady Conftance in this troop ? 
I know ihe is not ; for this match made up 
Her prefence would have interrupted much. 
Where is fhe and her fon, tell me, who knows ? 

Le*wis,^ She 's fad and paffionate at your Highnefs* 
tent. 

K, Phil. And, by my faith, this league that we have 
Will give her fadnefs very little cure. [made. 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow-lady ? in her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own Vantage, 

K. John. We will heal up all. 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne^ 
And Earl of ^ Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conftance ; 
Some fpeedy meflenger bid her repair 
To our folemnity. I truft we (hall. 
If not fill up the meafure of her will. 
Yet in fome meafure fatisfy her fo. 
That we fhall ftop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as hafte will fuffer us. 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 

{Exeunt all hut Faulconbridge, 

SCENE VI. 

Faulc. Mad world, mad Kings, mad compoGtion 1 
John, to ftop Arthur's title in the whole. 



-clofc your hands. 



Aufl. And your lips too ; for, T am yi^ell afliir'dy 
That I did fo, when I was fird aHiir^d. 
iC. FbiU Now, citizens, &c, 

D d a 
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Hath willingly departed with a part. 

And France, whofe armour confcience buckled oa. 

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field. 

As God's own foldier, rounded in the ear 

With that fame purpofe-changer, that fly devi||| 

That broker, that Hill breaks the pate of faith, • 

That daily break-vow, he that wins' of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids* 

Who having no external thing to lofe 

But the word maid^ cheats the poor maid of that ; 

That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity^— « 

Commodity, the bias of the world, 

•* The world, which of itfelf is poifed well, 

** Made to run even upon even ground ; 

** Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bia% 

^* This fway of motion, this Commodity, 

** Makes it take head from all indiflPercncyj 

•* From all diredtion, purpofe, courfe, intent* 

And this fame bias, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapp'd on the outward 'eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid^^ 

From a refolv*d and honourable war. 

To a raoft bafe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity ? 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand. 

When his fair angels would falute my palm ; 

But that my hand, as imattempted yet. 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail; 

And fay, there is no fin but to be rich. 

And being rich, my virtue then (hall be. 

To fay, there is no vice but beggaryv 

Sirice Kings break faith upon commodity. 

Gain, be my Lord ; for I will worfhip thee I [JTx/f. 
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A C T in. S C E N E I. 

The French King's pavilion* 
Enter Conftance, Arthur, and Saliftury, 

Conji. /^^ One to be marry'd ! gone to fwear a peace ! 
\J. Falfe blood to falfe blood- join'd ! gone to 
be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, an9^ Blanch thofe proTiDceft? 
It is not fo; thou haft mif-fpoke, mif-hcard; 
Be. well advis'd, tell o'er t*hy talc again. 
It cannot be ; thou doft but fay 'tis fo. 
I truiU may not truft thee ; for- thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man. 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 
I have a King's oath to the contrary. 
Thou fhalt be punifh'd for thus frighting me % 
For I am fick, and capable of fears ; 
Opprefs'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 
A widow, huibandlefs, fubje^t to fears ; 
A woman, naturally born to fears ; 
And though thou now confefs thou didft but jeA, 
With my vex'd fpirits I cannot take a truce ; 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What doft thou mean by (baking of thy head ? 
Why doft thou look fo fadly on my fon ? 
What means that hand upon that breaft of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be thefe fad fighs confirmers of thy words ? 
Then fpeak again, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true, 

SaL As true as, I believe, you think them falfe. 
That gave you caufe to prove ray faying true. 

Conji, Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrow. 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encc unter fo. 
As doth thefuiy of two dcfp'rate men. 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 
Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of jaoc? 
D d J itized by Google 
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Fellow, be gone, I cannot brook t|iy fight *. 

j^rif}' I do befeech you, mother, be content. 

Conji. «* If thou that bidd'fl me be content, wert 
grim, . 

'* Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, ' 
** Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefs flains, 
** Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
•* Patched with foul moles, and eye-offending marks ; 
** I would not care ; I then would be content, 
** For then I (hould not love thee : no, por thou 
*• Become thy great birth, nor deferve a crowDi 
•• But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
•* Nature and Fortune join*d to make thee great; 
•* Of nature's gifts thou may'ft with lilies boaft, 
«< And with the half-blown rofe." But Fortun^oh ! 
She is corrupted, changed, and, won from thee. 
Adulterates hourly with thine un«.le John; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck 'd on France 
To tread down fair refpeft of fovcreignty. 
And made his Majefty the bawd to theifs. ^ 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John : 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurpihg John ! 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfwomi 
Invenora him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave thefe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to underbear. 

Sal. Pardon me. Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. 

Conft. Thou may'ft, tbou fhalt, I will not go with 
I will inftrud my forrows to be proud : [^thee* 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner ftout. 
To me, and to the ftate of my great grief, 
Let Kings'^aflemble : for my grief's fo great. 
That no fupporter but the hug^ firm earth 

* brook !hy fight. 

This Jiews hath made thcc a moft ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I , good Lady, doBce^ 
But ipokc the harm that is by others done ? 

Coiijl' Which harm within itfclf fo heinous is^ 
As it makes harmful all that fpcak of it, 

Artb* I do befccch you, ^c. 
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Can hold it ap« Here I and forrow St. 
Here is my throne, bid Kings^ome bow to it. 

\Sits d<mun on the floor ^ 

SCENE II. 

Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
Faulconbridge, and Auftria. 

K. PhiL 'Tis €rue, fair daughter ; and this blefled 
Evgr in France (hall l^e kept feftival. [[dajr 

To folemnize this day, the glorious fun 
Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift ; 
Turning with fplendor of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold. 
The yearly courfe that brings. this day about. 
Shall never fee it but a holiday. 

Conft, A wicked day, and not an holiday .-—[/Jj/f/^i 
What hath this day deferv'd ? what hath it done. 
That it in golden letter (hould be fet 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week^ 
This^day of fhame, opprellion, perjury : 
Or, if it muft ftand ftill, let wives with child 
Pray, thkt their burdens may not fall this day^ 
Left that their hope? prodigioufly be crofs'd. 
But on this day, let feamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made \ 
Tliis day, all things begun come to ill end, 
. Yea, faith itfelf to hollow falfehood change ! 

K. PhiL By heaven. Lady, you fliall have no caufc 
To curfe the fair proceedings of this day. 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majefty ? 
. Conjl. Xo\x have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Refembling majefty, which, touched and try'd. 
Proves valielefs : you are forfworn, forfworn j 
You came in arms to fpill my enemies blood. 
But now in arms you ftrengthen it with your's; 
The grappling vigour, and rough frown of war. 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our oppreiHon hath made up this league. 
Arm, arm; ye heav'ns; againft Uiife perjur'd Kings* 
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A widow cries, be hufband to me, Hear'n ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but ere fun-fet. 
Set armed Difcord *twixt thefe perjur'd Kings; 
Hear me, oh, hear me ! 

Juji. Lady Conftance, peace. 

Conji. War, war, no peace ; peace is to me a war* 
d Lymoges, O Auftria I thou doft fhame 
That bloody fpoil: thou flave, thou wretch, thou 
Thou little valiant, great in villany I [cowards 

Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide ; 
Thou Fortune's champion, that doft never fight 
But when her humorous Ladyfiiip is by 
To teach thee fafety ! thou art perjur'd too. 
And footh'ft up greatnefs. What a fool art thoi% 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear^ 
Upon my party ? thou cold-blooded flave. 
Haft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 
Been fworn my foldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ftrengtb ? 
And doft thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for fhame, 
Aud hang a calve's-flcin on thofe recreant limbs. 

jiuft. O that a man would fpeak thofe words to me ! 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-fkin on thofe recreant 
limbs. 

j^ufl. Thou dar'ft not fay fo, villain, for thy life. 

Faulc* And hang a calve's-fkii^ on thofe recreant 
limbs. 

^uji. * • Mithinks that Richard's pride and Rich* 
ard'sfall 
^ Should be a precedent to fright you. Sir. 

7. 

• What was the ground of this quarrel of the bailard to Au(Tria, 
is no where fpecified in the prefent play : nor is there in this place^ 
or the fcene where it is firft hinted at (namely the fecond of aA a..), 
the icaft mention of any reafon for it. But the Oory is, that Auf- 
tria, who killM King Jlichard Cceur-dc-Iion, wore, as the fpoH of 
that prince, a lion's hide which had belonged to him This circum- 
IVancc rendlers the anger of the baftard very natural, and ought not 
to have been omitted, [n the firfl sketch of« this play, (which 
Shakcfpear isiaid to have had a hand in, jointly with William Row- 
ley), we accordingly find this indfl^d upon, and X luye YCnt\U^ 
* 10 pla^p 9. f^w of (M« YWft§ iw^r Mp ^^f ^r 
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Faulc. ' What words are tiiefe ? how do my finewt 

• My father's foe clad in my father's fpoU ! [(hake 1 

• How doth Aiefto whifper in my ears* 

• Delay not, Richard, kill the villain ftrait 5 

• Difrobe him of the matchlefs monumenti 

« Thy father's triumph o'er the favages.— - , 

• Now, by his foul I fwear, my father's foul, 

• Twice will I not review the morning's rife, 

« Till I have torn that trophy from thy back ; 

• 'And fplit thy heart for wearing it fo long. 

K. .John. We like not this, thou doft forget thyfelf. 

SCENE III. Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phil. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope* 

Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heav'tt I 
To thee^ King John, my* holy errand is : 
I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here. 
Do in his name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the chu,rch, otir holy mother^ 
So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, chofen Archbilhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy fee ? 
This in our 'forefaid holy father's name,' 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of ^hee, 

K, John, What earthly name to interrpgatoriei 
Can taflc the free breath of a facred King ? 
Thou canft not. Cardinal, devife a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope. 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more. That no Italic prieft 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions. 
But as \ve, under Heaven, are fupreme head# 
So, under him, that great fupremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without th' affiftance of a mortal hand. 
So tell the Pope, all rev'rence fet apart 
To him and his ufurp'd authority, 
, K, Phil. Brother of England, you blafphcme in thi»; 

AT. John. Tho' you and all the Kings of Ghriftendoni 
Arc led fo grofsly by this meddlii^gf rieft^ 
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Dreading the curfe that money may buy out, 
•And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft, 
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who in that fale feUs pardon from himfelf ; 
Tho" you, and all the reft, fo grofsly led. 
This joggling witchcraft with revenue cherifh ; 
Yet I alone, alone, domeoppofe ^ 
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Tliou (halt ftand curs*d, and excommunicate ; 
And bleflfed (hall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic; 
And meritorious fhall that hand be call'd^ 
Canonized and worfhipp'd as a faint. 
That takes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hateful Hfc. 

Conft. O, lawful let it be. 
That I have rooni with Rome to curfe a while. 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou. Amen, 
To my keen ciirfes ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pand. There '$ law and warrant. Lady, for my curfe. 

Conft. And for mine too ; when law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom hefe ; 
For he that holds his kingdom, holds the law ; 
Therefore, fince law itfelf is perfeft wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe ? 

Pand. Philip of. France, on peril of a curfe* 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
And raife the pow'r of France upon his head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome. 

Eii. Look'ft thou pale, France ? do not let go diy 
hand. 

Confl. Look to that, devil ! left that France repent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lofe a foul, 

-^uft. King I^ilip, liften to the Cardinal. 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-fkin on his recreant limbs. 

^uft. Well, ruffian, I muft pocket up thcfe wrongs, 
Bccaufe 

Faulc, Your breeches beft may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the Cardinal I 
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Conji. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal ? 

Le*ivis, Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heavy curfe from Rome» 
Or the light lofs of Eogland for a friend ; r 
Forego the eafier. 

Blanch. That's the curfe of Rome. 

ConJi, Lewis, ftand faft ; the devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new untrimmed bride *w 

K. Phil. I am perplexed, and know not what to fay. 

Pand. What can'fl: thou -fay, but will perplex rfiec 
more. 
If thou ftand excommunicate and curs'd ? 

K. Phil. Good Rev'rend Father, make my perfog 
. your's ; 
And tell Tne, how you would beftow yourfelf. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward fouls 
Marry'd in league, coupled and link'd together. 
With all religious ftrength of facred vows. 
The lateft breath that gave the found of words. 
Was deep-fworn faith, peace, . amity , true love. 
Between our kingdoms and our royal felves. 
And even before this truce, but new before. 
No longer than we well could wafli our hands 
To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 
Heav'n knows, they were befmear'd and over-ftain'd 
With Slaughter's pencil ; where Revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incenfed Kings. 
And ihall thefe hands, fo lately purg'd of blood, 

* a new nntrimxned f bride. 

Blanch, The Lddy Conftatice fpeaks not from her faith ; 
But from her need. 

Conft^ Oh, if thon. grant my need, 
Which only Jives but by the death of faith, 
That need muft needs infer this principle. 
That faith would live again by death of need t 
O, then tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John, The King is mov'd, and anfwers not to thit, 

ConJi, O, be rcmov'd from him, and anfwcr well. 

Aiift. Do fo, Klpg Philip ; hang no more m doubt. 

Fauk. Hang nothing but a calve' s- skin, molt fwect lont)^ 

K* PHI. I am pcrplcxM, <b'C, 

t f. (* luifteady* 
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So newly join'd in love, fo ftrong in both, 

Unyoke this feizure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo jeft with heav'a I 

Make fuch unconftant children of ourfelves. 

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm \ 

Unfwear faith fworn, and on the marriage-bed 

Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir, 

My Reverend Father, let it not be fo» 

Out of your ^race, devife, ordain, impoft 

Some gentle order, and we (hall be blefs'd 

To do your pleafurc, and continue friends. 

Pand, All form is formlefs, order orderlefs. 
Save what is oppofite to England's love. 
Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church 1 
Or let the church our mother breathe her curfe, 
A mother's curfe on her revolting fon. 
France, thou may'ft hold a ferpent by the tongue, 
A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 
A fafting tyger fafer by the tooth. 
Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 
K. Phil, I may disjoin nay hand, but not my faith. 
Pand- So mak'fl thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, fet'ft oath to oath, 

Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O, let thy vow 

Fir ft made to heav'n, fir ft be to heav'n perform'd; 

That is to be the champion of our church. 

What fince thou fwor'ft, is fworn againft thyfelf. 

And may not be performed by th'yfelf. 

For that- which thou haft fwom-to doamifs. 

Is yet amifs when it is truly done : 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill| 

The truth is then moft done, not doing it. 

The better aft of purpofes miftook. 

Is to miftake again ; tho* indirect. 

Yet ipdiredtion thereby grows direct, . 

And falfehood falfehood cures ; as fire cools fire, 

Within the fcorched veins of one new-burn'd. 

It is religion that doth make vows kept. 

But thou haft fworn againft rcligiop. 

By what thou fwear'ft, againft the thing thou fwjcar'ft^ 
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And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth ; 

Againft an oath the truth thou art unfure 

To fwear : fwear only not to be forfworn ; 

Elfe^ what a mockery fhould it be to fwear I 

But thwi doft fwear, only to be forfworn. 

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou dofl £yfC9T^ 

Therefore thy latter vows, againft thy firft. 

Is in thyfelf rebellion to thyfelf. 

And better conqueft never canft thou make. 

Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts 

Againft thefe giddy, loofe fuggeftions. 

Upon which better part, our prayVs come in. 

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then kno\i;^ 

The peril of our curfes light on thee 

So heavy, as thou flialt not (hake them off; 

But, in^defpair, die under their black weight,. 

j^uj}. Rebellion, flat rebellion. ^ 

Fau/c. Will 't not be ? 
Will not a calve 's-flcin ftop that mouth of thine ? 
^ Lenvh, Father, to arras. 

Blanch, Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What, fhall our feaft be kept with flaughter*d men ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drums^ 
. Clamours of hell, be mcafures to our pomp ? 
O hufband, hear me ; (ah ! alack, how new 
Is hnfband in my mouth !^; ev'n for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce^ 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againft mine uncle. 

Confl. O, upon my knee. 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n, 

Blanch, Now (hall I fee thy love ; what motive may 
Be ftronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Conji, That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds. 
His honour. Oh, thine honour,' Lewis, thine ho* 
nour ! 

LenxHs, I mufe your Majefty doth feem fo cold. 
When fuch profound refpefts do pull you on. 

Pand, I will denounce a cuife upon his head. 

. VpL III. E c 
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iT. PhiL Thou ftialt not need/ England, I *11 fall 
from thee. 

Conjl. O fair return of banifh*d Majefty ! 

EIL O foul revolt of French inconftancy ! 

K' Joha, Fcance, thou Ihalt rue this hour within thi» 
hour. 

Fauk. Old Time the clock-fetter, that bald fextonTimc, 
Is it, as he will ? well then, France (hall rue. 

Blanch. The fun*s o'ercaft with blood : fair day, adieu ! 
Which is the fide that I muft go withal ? 
I am with both, each army hath a hand. 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
*rhey whirl afunder, and difmember me. 
Hufband', I cannot pray that thou may'ft win : 
Uncle, I needs muft pray that thou may'ft lofe : 
Father, I may not wifti the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wifti thy wifhes thrive. 
Whoever wins, on that fide fhall I lofe ; 
Aflured lofs, before the match be play*d. 

Le-vjis, Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life 
dies. 

K. John. Coufin, go draw our puiflance together. 

{_Ei{it Faulconbridge. 
Trance, I am burn*d np with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition. 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 
The. blood, and deareft-valu'd blood of France. 

K. PJjil. Thy rage ftiall burn thee up, and thou ftiah 
turn 
To afhes, ere our blood fhall quench that fire. 
I.ook to th^rfelf, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John, No more than he that threats. To ai*ms 
let^shie. lExeunt. 

. ^* SCENE IV. Changes to a field of battle. 
^Alarms, e^curftons. Enter Faulconbridge, ixiith Au- 
ftriaV head. 
Faulc, Now, by my life, this day grows woadVous 
Some fiery devil hovers in the fky, [hof; 

And pours dowo mifcbief. Auiiria's head lie there,--- ^ 
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Thus hath King Richard's fon perjform'd hisr VOMT, 
And ofFer'd Auilria's blood for facrifice 
Unto his father's ever-living 4buK 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert,. 

K, John. There, Hubert, keep this boy. RichardW 
My mother is afiaiied in our tent,. [make ug^^ 

And ta'en, 1 fear. , 

Faulc, My Lord, I refcu'd her. 
Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you not* 
But on, my Liege ; for very little pain* 
Will bring this labour to an happy end, lExmnf^^ 

S C E N E V. 

Alarms , excurftons , retreat . Re-enter King John ^ Elinor,^ 
Arthur, Faulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords, 

K. John, So fhall it be ; your -Grace fhall ftay behincS 

[Tfl Elinor^ 
So ftrongly guarded. Coufin, look not fad, 

[To ArtliuE* 
TTiy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will 
As diear be to thee .as thy father was. 

Jrth, O ! this will make my mother die with gfieK- 

K. John. Coufin, away for England ; hafte before,. 

[To Faulconbridg"9i^ 
And ere our coming fee thou fhake the bags 
Of hoarding' abbots ; their imprifon'd angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry war be fed upon. 
Ufe our commiilion in its vtmoft force, 

Faulc, Bell, book, and candle, (hall not drive- nwr 
When gold and fdver beck me to come on. [backer 

I leave your Highnefs. Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair fafety ; fo I kifs your hand. 

Eli. Farewel, my gentle coufin, 

K.John. Coz, farewel. [Ex/V Faufir;, 

Eli. Come hither, little kinfman; hark, a word-. 

{Taking him to one Jide of the ^agf;^ 

K, John, {to Hubert on the other Jrde.'] 
Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We, owe thee much 5 within this wall of £elfc 
E. e z 
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There is a foul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love. 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Xiives in thi^ bofom, dearly cherifhed. ' 

Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay ^ 

But I will fit it with fome better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I 'm ^Iftioft afham'd 
To fay what good refped I have of thee. 
jfiub» I am much bounden to your Majeity. 
K, John, Good friend, thou haft no caufe to fay lb 

yet, 

But thou fhalt have — and creep time ne'er fo flovr^ 
Yet it (hall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to fay, but let it go : 

The fun is in the heav*n, and the proud day> 
Attended wit4i the pleafures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds. 
To give me audience. If the midnight-bell 
Did with his iron toQgue and brazen mouth 
Sound one unto the drowfy race of night ; 
If this fame were a church-yard where we ftand^ 
And thou pofrefTed with a thoufand wrongs ; 
Or if that furly fpirit Melancholy 
Had bak*d thy blood, and made it heavy-thickji 
Which elfe runs tickling up and down the veins, - 
Making that ideot Laughter keep mens' eyes. 
And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment, 
(A paflion hateful to my purpofes) ; 
Or if that thou couklft fee me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears,, and make reply 
** Without a tongue, ufing conceit alone, 
< Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words ; 
* Then, in defpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 
« I woiild into thy bofom pour my thoughts, 
^ But ah, I will not.'-^—Yet I lave thee Well; 
And, by my trotli, I think jhou lov'ft me welU 
' Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake^ 
Tho' that my death were adjun(5l to my adl, 
Sy heav'n I*d do't. 

K, John, Do not I know thou would*ft ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, tjirow thine eye 
Qa yon yotmg boy. 1 11 tell thee what, mj friejad^ 
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He is a very ferpeat in my way. 
And, wherefoe'er this foot of mine doth tread,. 
He lies before me. Doft thou underftand mei 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh, And I '11 keep him fo, 
That he fhall not offend yourMaj^fty^- 

K.John. Death. 

Huh, My Lord ? 

K. John, A grave. 

Huh, He (hall not live. 

K, John, Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love tHee*;; 
Well, I '11 not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember. — ^Madam, fare you well. 

{Returning to the-^e^^ 
I'll fend thofe pow'rs o'er to your Majefty, 

Eli, My blefling go with thee ! 

AT. John, For England, coufin, go.- 
Hubert (hall be your man, t' attend on youi 
With all true duty; on toward Calais, ho ! {^E'xeunK* 

SCENE VI.- Changes to thff French court. 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants^^ 

K Phil, Soi by a roaring tempeft on the flood,. 
A whole armado * of colledled fail 
Is fcatter'd, and disjoin 'd from fellowihip;- 

Pand, Courage and comfort,, all fliall yet gowelF.. 

K, Phil, What can go well when we have run fo illi? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loft ? 
Arthur ta'en pris'ner ? divers dear friends (lain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'er-bearing interruption, fpite of France ?' 

Le^is, What he hath won, that hath he fortify'di: 
So hot a fpeed with fuch advice difpos'd,. 
Such tenip'rate order in fo fierce a courfe,. 
Doth want example; who hath read or heard J 
Of any kindred a<5lion like to this ? 

^ * This play was ffrft reprefcntcd a winter or two aftirr the Spit- - 
ni(h invafion in i^88. And it abounds with touches relative 4o the*- 
(heii ppflure of-aEtirs.- 
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K.PhiL Well could I bear that:,. England had this 
praife, » 

So we could find fame pattern of ouc fhame. 

Enter Conftance. 

Look, who comes here ? a grave unto a foul^ 
Holding th* eternal fpirit 'gain ft her will 
In, the vile prifon of aiflidted breath • 
1 pr*ythee. Lady, go away with me. 

Conji, Lo, now, now fee the iflueof your peace. 

AT. PhiL Patience, good Lady ; comfort, gentle Con:^ 
ftance. 

Conji. No, I defy all counfel and redrefs. 
But that which ends all counfel, true redrefs,. 
Death, Death ; oh amiable, lovely Death ! 
Thou odoriferous ftench, found rottennefs, 
Arife forth frona thy couch of lafting night. 
Thou hate and terror to profperity, 
And I will kifs thy deteftable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows ; 
A'A^ ring thefe fingers witli thy houfhold-worms j. 
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfome duft. 
And be a carrion monfter like thyfelf ; 
Come,, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil*ft> 
And kifs thee as thy wife ; mifery*s love, 
O come to me ! 

K^Pbil, O fair affli(5tion, peace. 

Cofiji^y^Oy no, I will not, haying breath to cryj 

that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Tlien. with a paffion I would fhake the world. 
And roafe from. jQeep that fell anatomy, 
"Which canaot hear a lady's feeble voice,, 
AjkI fcoms a modern invocation.. 

Pand. Lady,, you utter madnefs, and not fbrrol^r,. 
Conji. Thou art not holy to bely me fo ; 

1 am noti mad ; this hair I tear is mine; 

My name is Conftance, I was GeiFrey's wifet 
Toung Arthur is my fon, and he is loft ! 
J am not road ; I would to heaven I were !i 
Sox thfia'tis like I fhould forget myfelf^ 
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Oh, if I could, what grief fhould I forget ! * 
I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity, f 
And, Father Cardinal, 1 have heard you fay, 
^hat we ihall fee and know our friends in hcav'n; 
If that be, I (hall fep my boy again. 
For fince the birth of Cain, the firfl male child. 
To him tliat did but yefterday fufpire, 
There was not fuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud. 
And chafe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ^hoft ;. 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; • 
And fo he '11 die : and, rising fo again. 
When I fhall meet him in the court of heav'n, 
I fhall not know him ; therefore never, never, 
Mufl I behold my pretty Arthur more. 1 

' Pand. You hold too heinous a refpe<5t of griefl 



Ihould T forget ! 



breach fbme philofophy to make itic mad. 
And thou (halt be canoniz'd, Cardinal. 
For, beiog not mad, but fenfiblc of grief,. 
My reafonablc part produces rcafon 
How I may be deliver'd of thcfe woes. 
And teaches nie to kill or hang myfelf. 
If I were mad, I fhould forget my fon. 
Or madly think a bab^ of clouts were he« 
I am not mad, &c. 



' each calamity. 



K. Phil. Bind up thofe treffeff, O, what love I not* 
In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs; 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath fall'n, 
Ev*n to that drop ten thoufand wiery friends 
Do glcw themfclves in ibciable grief; 
Like true, infcparable, faithful loves^ 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Conft' To England, if you will. 

K. Phil. Bind up your hairs. 

Confl. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will I do it J 
I tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon, 
As they have giv'n thefe hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty. 
And will again commit them to their bonds):. 
Becaufe my poor child is a prifoner« * 
And, f atbcs Cardinal^ &c»^ 
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ConJ}, He talks to me that never had a fon. 

K, Pkil. You are as fond of grief as of your child. ~ 
Conji^ Grief lills the room up of my abfent child j. 

Lies in his*bed, walks up and down with me ; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts ; 

Stuffs out his Vacant garments with his form j 

Then have I re a fon to Be fond of grief. 

Fare you well ; had you fuch a Ic^s as I, 

I could give better comfort than you- do. 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

{Tearing nf her head-chat Bj^* 

When there is fuch diforder in my wit. 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon ! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all tlie world! 

My widow- com fort, and my forrow's cure ! [^ExJt^ 

K. Phil, I fear feme outrage, and I '11 fbtlow her. [^Exir, 

SCENE vn. 

Lenuit, There's nothing in this world can m^e md 

joy;. . ,, , 

• Life is a» tedious as a twice-told tale, 

* Vexing the dull earof adrowfy roan.' 

A bitter ihame hath fpoilt the fweet world's tafle,. 
That it yields nought but fhame and bitternefs* 

Pand, Before the curing of a ftrong difeaie,^ 
Ev'n in the inftant of repair and health, • 
The fit is ftrongeft : evils that take leave. 
On their departure, moft of all (hew evil.. 
What have you loft by lofing of thfs day ? 

Lenuis. All days of glory, joy, and happina&k 

P^nd, If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; when Fortune means to men moft good^ 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
*Tis ftrange to think how much King John hath loffi. 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prifoner ? 

Lenvis, As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand, Your mind is all as youthful as your blood*. 
Now hear me fpe?k with a prophetic fpirit ; 
For ev'n the breath of what I mean to fpeak 
^hall blow each duA;. eachft'raw^> e^ch liule ruB|» 
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Out of the path which fhall diredly lead ' 
Thy foot to England's throne : and therefore mark, 
John hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be 
That whilft warm life plays in that'infant's veins> 
' The mifplac'd^ohn fhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reft. 
A fceptre fnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muft be as boiftVoufly maintained as gained. 
•* And he that ftands upon a ilipp*ry place, 
** Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up.*' 
That John may ftand^ then Arthur needs muft fall ; 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Leivis, But what fhall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 
. Pand, You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife. 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lenvis, And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand, How green you are, and frefh in this oI4 
world ! 
John lays you plots ; the times confpire with you j 
For he that fteeps his fafety in true blood, * 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
•* This aft, fo evilly born, fhall cool the heart* 
** Of all his^ people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
*• That no fo fmall advantage fhall ftep forth 
•* To check his reign, but they will cherifh it. 
•* No nat'ral exhalation in the f]<:y, 
•* No 'fcape of nature, no diftemper'd day, 
** No common wind, no cuftomed event, 
** But they will pluck away its nat'ral caufe, 
** And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns, 
" Abortives, and prefagcs, tongues of heav'u 
** Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John." 

Leivij, May be he will not touch yourig Arthur's 
life ; 
But hold himfelf fafe ia his prifonment. 

Pand. O Sir, when he fhall hear of your approach. 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies : and then the heart* 
Of all hia people ftiall revolt from him. 
And kifs the Ifps of unacquainted change ; 
And pick ftrong matter of revolt and wratlv 
Out gf the blgody linkers' ends of John* 



itized by Google 



334 ^^^^S J^^* A£t iv. 

Methinks I fee this hurly all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for ytju 

Than I have nam'd ! ^The baftard Faulconbridge 

Is now in England, ranfacking the church. 
Offending charity. If but twelve French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a calh 
To train ten thoufiind Englifh to their iide ; 
Or, as a little fnow, tumbled jibout, 
Anon becomes a^ mountain. Noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king : 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their difcontent. 
Now that their fouls are top-full of offence, 
For England go ; I will whet on the King. 

Lenvis. Strong reafon makes ftrong acflions : let us g6 ; 
If you fay Wy, the King will not fay No, [^Exeunt* 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Changes to England, 

A prifon. 

Enter Hubert and Executioners* 

fftf^.T TEat me thefe irons hot, and look thou ftand 
1 jL Within the arras ; when I ftrike my foot 

Upon the bofom of the ground, rufh forth ; 

And bind the boy \^hich you ilidll find with me. 

Fail to the chair : be heedful ; hence, and watch. 
Eye, I hope your warrant will bear out the deed." 
Hub, Uncleanly fcruples ! fear not you ; look to 't,— * 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth, Good-morrow, Hubert. 

Hui. Good morrow, little Prince, 

Jrth, As little prince (having fo great a title 
To-be more prince) as may be. You are fad. 

Hub, Indeed I have been- merrier. 

Arth. Mercy en me I 
Methinks no body (hould be fad but I ; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night. 
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Only for wantonnefs. By my chriAendom, 

So were I out of prifon, and kept fheep, 

I fhould be as merry as the day is long. 

And fo I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle pra<5lifes more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's fon ? 

Indeed it is not ; and I would to heav*n 

I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert, 

Hub, If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be fudden and difpatch. [_J/ide. 

Arth, Are you fick, Hubert ! you look pale to-day; 
In footh I wou'd you were a little fick, 
That I might (it all night and watch with you. 
Alas, I love you more than^ou do me. 

Huh, His words do take pofleffion of my bofom. 

Read here, young Arthur {Shewing a paper. 

How now, foolifh rheum, \^AJidc. 

Turning dif-piteous nature out of door ! 

I muft be brief, left refolution drop 

Out at mine eyes in tender wpmanifh tears. - > 

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, forfo foul effe<5t. 
Muft you with irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Huh. Young boy, I muft. 

Arth. And will you ? 

Huh, And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did but 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows ; £akc. 

The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me. 
And I did never aik it you agam ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon chear*d up the heavy time. 
Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you \ 
-Many a poor man's fon would have lain ftill. 
And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your fick fervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning. Do, an if you wiH : 
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If Heav*n be pleas'd that you rauft ufe me ilJ, 

Why then, you muft Will you put out mine eyes i 

Thefe eyes that never did, nor never fhali 
So much as frown on you. 

Hub. I Ve fworn to do it ; 
And with hot irons miifl: I burn them out. * 

Jrth, Oh ! if an angel fhould have come to mc» 
And told me, Hubert fliould put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd a tongue 'bate f Hubert, 

Hub, Come forth ; do as I bid you. 

, \_Sta7nps, and, the men enter, 

Arth, O Cive me, Hubert, fave me ! my eyes are otit, 
Ev'n with the fierce looks of thefe. bloody men/ 

Huh, Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 

Arth, Alas ! what need you be fo boift'rous-rough ? 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone-ftill. 
For Heav'n's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ; drive thefe men away. 
And I will fit a§ quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a word. 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
. Thruft but thefe men away, and I *11 forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Huh, Go, ftand within ; let me alone with him. 

Exe, I am bell pleas'd to be from fuch a deed. 

[Exeunt^ 

Arth, Alas, I then have chid away my friend j 
He hath a ftcrn look, but a gentle heart ; 
Let him come' back, that his compailion may 
Give life to your's. 

Huh, Come, boy, prepare yourfelf. 

Arth, Is there no. remedy'^ 

Huh, None, but^to lofe your eyes. 

* — burn them out. 

Arth. Ah, none but in this icon age vt^ould 4 lit, 
^he iron of itfelf, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near thefe eyes, would diink my tcar-s, 
And <:juench its fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence: 
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft, 
But for containing fire to hi^irm mine eye. 
Arc you mote ftubborn-hard than hammcrM iroaj 
Oh ! if an angel, ire. 

I i . f. abate Qr difpurage. 
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Jrth. OHeav'n ! that there were but a moth in your's, 
A grain, a duft, a gnat, a wandering hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious ^fenfe : 
Then, feeling what fmall things are boift'rous there. 
Your vile intent muft needs feem horrible. 

Huh, Is this your promife ? go to, hold your 
^ tongue. *. 

j^r'ih. Let me not hold ray tongue ; let me not, Hu- 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, [bert : 
So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes ! 
Though to no ufe^ but ftill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inftrument is cold. 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. 1 can heat it, boy. 

Jrth. No, in good footh, the fire is dead with grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd . 
In -undeferv'd extremes: fee elfe yourfelf. 
There is no malice in this burning coal; 
The breath of Heav'n hath blown its fpirit out. 
And ftrew'd repentant afhes on its head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. f 

Arth. All things that you fhould ufe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend. 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes. 

Huh. Well, fee to live ; I will not touch thine eye. 
For all the treafure that thine uncle owns : 
Yet am I fworn ; and I did purpofe, boy. 
With this fame very iron to burn them o\it. 

j4rth. O, now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were difguifed. 

Huh. Peace : no ipore. Adieu ! 



• hold yoiir (pnguc- 



Arth. Hub^ert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
MuQ needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
ILtt mc not hold, 6-f . 

^ — . J can revive it, boy. 

j4rth. And if you do, you will but make it blulh, 
And glow with ihame of your proceedings, Hubert; 
Nay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your eyes ; 
And, like a dog that is compelled to fight. 
Snatch at his mafter that doth tarre him oo. 
All things, &c. 

Vol. III. F f 
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' Your uncle muft not know but you are dead. 
I '11 fill thefe dogged fpies with falfe reports : 
And, pretty child, ileeji doubtlefs, andfecure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not offend thee. 

Jrth, O Heav'n I I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more ; go clofely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 

Changes to the court of England. 

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salifbury, and other Lords. 

' K. John. Here once ^^n we fit, onpe again crown'd, 
And'look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. ^ 

Pentb. This once again, but that your Highneft 
pleas'd. 
Was once fuperfluous. You were crown'd before. 
And that high royalty was ne'er' pluck'd off: 
The faiths of men ne'er ftained with revolt : 
Frefii expeftation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ftate. 

Sal, Therefore to be poffefs'd with double pomp. 
To guard a title that' was rich before •, 
«« To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, . 
<« To throw a perfume on the violet, 
«« To fmooth the ice, or add another hue 
« Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light ^^ 

«< To feek the beauteous eye of heav'n to gamilh." 
Is wafteful and ridiculous excefs. 

Pemb, But that your Royal pleafure mutt be done. 
This aft is as an ancient tale new told. 
And in the laft repeating troublefome ; ^ ^ 
Being urged ^t a time unfeafonable. 

Sal. " In this the antique and well-noted face 
«« Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
<« And, like a ihifted wind unto a fail, 
<« It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about; 
*< Startles and frights confidcration ; 
« Makes found opinion. Tick, and truth fufpedled, 
<« For putting on fo new a fafhion'd robe.'* 
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Penih. When workmen ftrive to do better than well. 
They do confound their iliill in covetoufnefs * ; 
And oftentimes excufing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the vv^orfe by the excufe :' 
As patches fet upon a little breach, 
Difcredir more in hiding of the flaw, 
Than did the flaw before it was fo patch'd. 

Sai. To this effe<a, before you were new-crown'd. 
We breath 'd our counfel ; but it pleas'd your HigHnefs 
To overbear it; and we're all well pleas'd; 
Since all and every part of what we would, 
Muft make a ftand at tvhat your Highnefs will. 

JK, John, Some reafons of this double coronation, 
I have poflefs-d you with, and think them ftrong; 
And more, more ftrong (the lefTeris my fear) 
I fliall endue you with : mean time, but aflc 

* What you would have reformed, that is not well. 
And well ftiall you perceive how willingly 
Twill both hear and grant you your requefts.' 

Pemb, Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe* 
To found \ the purpofes of all their hearts, 
(Both for myfelf and them ; but chief of all. 
Your fafety ; for the which, myfelf and they 
Bend their beftftudies), heartily requeft 
Th* infranchifem.ent of Arthur ; whofe reftraint 
Doth move the murm'ring lips of difcontent 
To break' into this dang'rous argument. 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold. 
Why fliou*d your fears (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth 
, The rich advantage' of good exercife ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occafions, let it be our fuit. 
That you have bid us aflc his liberty ; 
Which for our good we do no further aflc, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, . 
Counts it your weal, that he have liberty. 



i. e. coveting to reach a higher excellence. 
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Enter Hubert, 

K, John. Let it be fo ; I do commit his youth 
To your diredlion, Hubert, what news with you ? 

{The King goes afide ivitb Hubert, 

Pemh, This is the man (hould do the bloody deed : 
He fliew'd his warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives' in his crye ; that clofe afpeft of his 
Does fhew the mood of a much-troubled breaft. 
And I do fearfully beliere 'tis done. 
What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal, The colour of the King doth come and g% 
Between his purpofe and his confcience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fent : 
His pafllon is fo ripe it needs mull break. 

Pemh. And when it breaks, I fear, will iflue thenct 
The foul corruption of a fweet child's death, 

K. John, We cannot hold Mortality's ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to give is living, 
The fuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night. 

Sal, Indeed we fear'd his ficknefs was paft cure. 

Pemh. Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 
, Before the child himfelf felt he was fi ck. 
This muft be anfwer'd either here or hence. 

K, John. Why do you bend fuch fojemn brows on me ? 
Think you I bear the fhears of deftiny ? 
Have I -commandment on the pulfe of life ? 

Sal, It is apparent foul play, and 'tis fhame 
That greatnefs fhould fo grofsly oflPer it : 
So thrive.it in your garafe, and fo farewel f 

Pemh, Stay yet. Lord Salisbury, I '11 go with the^^ 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child. 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the breadth of all this ifle. 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while 1 
This muft not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt. {Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Enter a Mefenger. 

K. John. They burn in indignation; I re;pent« 
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There is no fiire foundation fet on bl6od * 

No certain life atchiev'd by others' death- \^AJide^ 

A fearful eye thou haft ; where is that blood, 

\Xo the Mejfenger. 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe cheeks ? 
So foul a fky clears not without a ftorm ; 
Pour down thy weather. How goes all in France ? 

Mejf. From France to England never fuch a power. 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levy'd in the body of a land. 
The copy of your fpeed is learn'd by them : 
For when you fhould be told they do prepare. 
The tidings come that they are all arrived, 

K, John^ O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hgith it flept ? where is my mother's care \ 
That fuch an army fhould be drawn in France, 
And (he not hear of it ? 

Mejf. My Liege, her ear - 

Is ftopt with duft : the iirft of April dy'd • 
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my Lord, . 

The Lady Conftance in a frenzy dy'd 
Three days "before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idkly heard ; if true or falfe, I know not. ~ 

AT. John. With-hold thy fpeed i dreadful occafion ! 
O make a league with me, till I have "pleas'd 
My difcontented peers . What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then y/alks my eftate in France ? 
Under whofe condud came thofe powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'ft out are landed here ? ' 

Mejf. Under the Dauphin, 

Enter Faulconbridge, and Peter of Pomfret. 

K.John, Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tidings. Now, what fays the world 
To your proceedings ? Do not feek to ftufF 
My head with more ill news,, for it is full. 

Faulc. But if you be afraid to hear the worft. 
Then let the worft unheard fall on your head, 

K, John, Bear with me, coufin; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Ak>ft the flot)d, and can give audience 
To any tongue, fpeak it jof what it will, 
F f 3 
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Fanlc, How I have fped among the dergymeiu 
The fums I have coUefted fliall exprefs. 
But as I travcird hither through the iand» 
I find the people ftrangely fantafied ; 
Poflcfs*d with rumours, full of idle dreams ; . 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he fung in rude harfh-founding rhimes. 
That ere the next Afcenfion day at noon. 
Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your crown. 

K. John, Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did*ft thou for? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out fo» 

A'. John, Hubert, away with him, imprifon him,^ 
And on that day at noon whereon he fays 
I fhall yield up iny crown, let him be hang'd. -_ 
Deliver him to fafety, and return, , ' 

For I muffc ufe thee»— — O my gentle coufya, 

[£xi/ Hubert, m}ith Peter* 
Hear'fl thou the news abroad, who are-arriv'd ? 

Faulc^ The French, my Lord ; mens' mouths are full 
Befides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salifbury, ^of it^ 
With e^es as red as ncw-eukindled &re. 
And others more, going to feek, the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they fay, is kilPd to-iiig^ht 
On your fuggeftiou. 

K. John, Gentle kinfman, go- 
And tbruft thyfelf into their company* 
I have a way to win their loves again, x 
Bring them before me. 

Fanlc, I will feek them out. 

K, John, Nay, but make hafte : the better foot beforri. 
O,, let me have noTubjed enemies,. 
When adverfe foreigners affright my towns. 
With dreadful pomp of ftout invafion.. 
Be Mercury, fet feathers, to. thy heels.; 
And fiy, like thought, from them to me again. 

Faulc The fpirit of the time fluli teach me fpecdv 

K, John, Spoke like a fprightful noble gentkxnaa*. 
Go after him j for he perhaps ihalljoecd 
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Some meflengcr betwixt me and the Peers ; 
And be thou he. . ^ 

Mejf. With all my heart, my Liege. [£x//. 

K. John.^ My mother dead ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Hubert. 

Huh. My Loid, they fay five moons were feen to*- 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about [night: 

The other four in wond*rous motion. 
K, John. Five moons ? 
Hub. Old men and beldams, in the ftreets. 
Do prophefy upon it dangeroully. • 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths ; 
And when they talk of him, they fhake their headv 
And whifper one another in the ear. 
And he that fpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wrift, 
Whilft he that hears makes fearful afbion 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyer* 
I faw a fmith fland with his hammer, thus. 
The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool. 
With open mouth fwallowing a tailor's news ; 
*^ Who with his Ihears and meafure in his hand. 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hai^e 
Had falfely thruH upon contrary feeU 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French 
That were embattled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwafh'd artificer. 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death.* 
AT. Jatn. Why feek'ft thou to poflefs me with thefe 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ? [fears? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a caufe 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 
Hub* Had none, my Lord I why, did you not pro- 
voke me £ 
K. John, *" ** It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 
'* By flaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
«* To break into the bloody houfe of life ; 
** Andj on the winking of authority, , 

** To underftand a law j to /know the meaning 

• This {dainly hints at Davidfon's cafe, in the affair of Mary 
Queen of Scots; andfo muft Jwyc bwn inserted long aft«c cU- 
irft rcprcfcautioxw 
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•* Of daog'rous majefty; when, perchance, it frowns 
V More upon humoiir, than advis'd refpedt." 

Hub, Here is your' hand and feal for what I did. 

K. John, Oh, when the laft account 'twixt hea?*n 
and earch 
Is to be made, then fliall this hand and feal 
Witnefs againft us to damnation. 
•* How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
«• Makes deeds ill done ? for hadft not thou been by, 
** A fellow by the hand of Nature raark'd, 
•* Quoted, and fign'd to do a deed of ihame, 
*« This murther had not come into my mind." 
But taking note of thy abhbrr'd afpedl. 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany. 
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death. 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 
Mad'ft it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. 

Hub, My Lord 

K, John, " Hadft thou but fhook thy head, or made a 
c« When I fpake darkly what "I purpofed;- , [paufe, 
" Or turned an eye of doubt upon my face, 
** Or bid me telf my tale in exprefs words ; 
** Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me break 

off, 
** And thofe thy fears might have wrought fears in 
But thou didft underftand me by my figns, lp^'\ 

Anddidft in figns again parley ^with fin ; 
Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent. 
And confequently thy rude hand to aft 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.— 
Out of my fight, and never fee me mor« ! 
My Nobles leave me, and my ftate is- brav'd, 
Ev*n at my gates, with ranks of forieign pow'ra ; 
Nay, in the body of this fleflily land. 
This kingdom, this i:onfine of blood and breath, 
Hoftility and civil tumult reigns, 
Be^een my confcience, and my coufin's death, * 

Hub, Arm you againft your other enemies,. 
• I'll make a peace between your foul and yottv » 
Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden^ and an innoceot hand^ 
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Not painted with the crimfon fpots of blood. 
Within this bofom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderer's though^ 
And you have flander'd nature in my form^ 
•Which, howfocver rude exteriorly. 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live \ O hafte thee to the Pccrj* 
Throw this report on their incenfed rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my palTion made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was bUnd ; 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Frefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not, but to my clofet bring 
The angry Lords with all expedient hafte. 
I conjure thee but flowly : run more faft. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. A Jireet before a prifon. 

Entgr Arthur on the nvalh difguh^d. 
Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 
There 's few or none do know me : if they did. 
This fhip-boy's femblance hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet I '11 venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I '11 find a thoufand ihifts to get away : 
As good to die, and go ; as die, and ftay. \Leaps donvM* 
Oh me ! my uncle's fpirit is in thefe ftones : 
Heav'n take my foul, and England keep my bones ! 

Enter Pembroke, Salifbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I-will meet him at St Edmondfcury J 
It is our fafety ; and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pemh. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal! 

Sal. The Count Melun, a Noble Lord of France, 
Whofe private with roe of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more gen'ral than thefe lines import *. 

t < '• whofe private accounti of the Dauphin's afTe^oD tft 
•ur caufc, is much more ample than the letters. jMr Pop* 
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Bigot, To-morrow morning let us meet him then, 
Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days* journey, Lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faulc, Once more to-day well met, diftemper'd Lords ; 
The King by me requefts your prefence ftrait. 

Sal. The King hath difpofTefs'd hirafelf of us j 
We will not line his thin, beftained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks. 
Return, and tell hini fo : we know the worft. 

Faulc, Whatever you think, good words, ' I think, 
were beft. 

SaL Our griefs, and not our manners, reafon now, 

Faulc, But tjiere is little reafon in your grief j 
Therefore 'twere reafon you had manners now. 

Petnb, Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege, 

Faulc. 'Tis true, to hurt its mailer, no man elfe. 

Sal, This is the prifon : what is he lies here ? 

[_Seeing Arthur. 

Pemh, O Death, made proud with pure and princely 
The earth had not a hoje to hide this deed, [beauty ! 

Sal, Murder, as hating what hirafelf hath done. 
Doth lay it open /to urge on revenge.* 

Bigot, pi- when he doom'd this beauty to the glaive, 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 

Sal, Sir Richard, what think you ? Have you beheld. 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think. 
Or do you almoft think, although you fee. 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this objeft, 
Form fuch another ? 'Tis the very top, 
The height, the creft, or creft unto the creft 
Of Murder's arms ; this is the blo6dieft (hame. 
The wildeft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke, 
That ever wall-ey*d wrath, or flaring rage, 
Prefented to Uie tears of foft remorfe. 

Pemb, All murders paft do ftand exctis'd in this ; 
And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable. 
Shall give a holiriefs, a purity, 
To the yet-unbegotten fins of time ; 
And prove a deadly bloodfiied but a jeft. 
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Exampled by this heinous fpe<5lacle. 

Fatilc. It is a damned and a bloody work. 
The gracelefs ai^ion of a heavy hand j 
If that it be the work of any hand, 

Sal, If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We- had a kind of light, what would enfue. 
It is the fhameful work of Hubert's hand. 
The praiflice and the purpofe of the Xing : 
From whofe obedience I forbid my foul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of fweet life^ 
And breathing to this breathlefs excellence 
The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow I 
Never to tafte the pleafures of the world. 
Never to be infedled with delight. 
Nor converfant with eafe and idlenefs. 
Till I have fet a glory to this h^nd. 
By giving it the worfhip of revenge, 

«. * ^Our fouls religioully confirm thy words. 

SCENE- VI. Ehter Hubert. 

Huh. Lords, I am hot with hafte in feeking you ; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh, he is bold, and blufhes not at death ; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone 1 v 

Nub, I am no villain. 

Sal. Muft I rob the law ? [Draiving his fiuord. 

Faulc. Your fword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 

Sal. Not till I (heath it in a murderer's Jkin; 

Hub, .Stand back, Lord Salifbury, ftand back, I fayj 
By Heav'n, I think my fword 's as fharp as your's. 
I would not have you, Lord, forget yourfelf. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Left I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility. 

Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar'ft thou brave a Nobleman ? 

Hu6, Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor. 

Sal, Thou art a murd'rer. 

Hub. Do not prove me fo; 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue foc'er fpeaks falfe, 
Not truly fpeaks; who fpeaks net truly, lyes. 
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Pemh, Cut him to pieces. 

Faulc, Keep the peace, I fay. 

Sal, Stand by, or I fhall gaul you, Faulconb ridge. 

Faulc, Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salifbury. 
If thou but frown on me. or llir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hafty fpleen to do me Ihame, 
I 'U ftrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime. 
Or 1*11 fo maul you ; and your tofting-iron. 
That you (hall think the devil is come from hell. 

BJgot. What will yoti do, renowned Faulconbridgc i 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 

Huh, Lord Bigot, 1 am none. 

Bigot. Who kiird this Prince ? 

Hub, *Tis not an hour fmce I left him well t 
I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lols. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his cye$> 
Forvillany is not without fuch a rheum; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocence. 
Away with me, all you whofe fouls abhor 
Th* uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe. 
For I am ftifled with the fmell of fin. 

Bigot, Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there. 

Pitttb* There, tell the King, he may inquire us out. 

[^Exeunt Lords, 

S C E N P VII. 

Faulc-, Here 's a good world ; knew you of this fair 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach [work ? 

Of mercy, if thou didft this deed of death, 
Art thou damn*d, Hubert. 

Huh, Do but hear me. Sir. 

Faulc, M'Ji\ riltell thee what, ^^ 

Thou 'rt damn'd fo black ^nay, nothing is fo black; 

Thou art more deep -damn*d than Prince Lucifer. 

There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell 

As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this child. 

Huh, Upon my foul 

Faulc, If thou didfl but confent ' 
To this moll cruel a6t, do but defpair. 
And if thou want'it a cord^ the fmalieft thread 
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That ever fplder twifted from her womb, 

Will ftrangle thee ; a rurti will be a beam 

To hang thee on : or wouId*ft thou drown thyfel^ 

Put but a little water in a fpoon. 

And it (hall be as all the ocean^ 

Enough to fbifle fuch a villain up. 

I do lufpedl thee very grievoufly. 

Hub. If I in a<5V, confent, or fin of thought^ 
Be guilty -of the ftealing that fweet breath. 
Which was embounded in this beauteous day. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

FauU, Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz*d, methinks, and lofe my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eafy doft thou take all England up ! 
From forth this morfel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heav'n ; and England now is left 
To tug and fcramble, and to part by th' teeth 
The un-owed intereft of proud-fwelling ftate. 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of Majefty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry creft. 
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of Peace, 
Now powVs from home and difcontents at home 
Meet in one line : and vaft confufion waits 
^As doth a raven on a Hck, faii'n bcaft) 
The imminent decay of wrefted pomp. 
Now happy he whofe cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away the child. 
And follow me with fpeed ; I '11 to the King ; 
A thoufand bufinefTes are brief at hand, 
And heav'n itfelf doth frown upon the land. 
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A C T V. S C E N E I. 

. The court of England, 

Enter King John, Pand\^ph, and Attendants. 

K, John, nr^H«s I have yielded up into your hand 
J^ The circle of my glory. 

[Civhig the croiun, 

Pand. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your fovereign greatnefe and authority. 

K. John, Now keep your holy word; go meet the^ 
French, 
And from his Holinefs ufe all your power 
To ftop the marches 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Our difcontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love h? foul. 
To ftranger blood, to foreign royalty ; 
This- inundation of miftemper'd humour 
Re'fts by you only to be qualjfy'd. 
Then paufe not ; for the prcfent time s lo fick, 
Tliat prefent medicine mull be minillred. 
Or overthrow incurable enfues. 

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempeft up. 
Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope : 
Rvt iince you"are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue fhall hufh agam this ftorm of war ; 
i\nd make fair weather in your bluft'ring land. 
On this Afcenfion-day, remember well. 
Upon your oath of fervice to the Pope, 
Go 1 to make the French lay down their arms. Itxtt. 

K. John, Is this Afcenfion-day? did,not the prophet 
S'ly that before x\fcenfion-day at noon 
My crown I ihoul.d give off ? Even fo I have. 
I did fuppofe it fliould be on conftraint ; 
But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter Faulcpnbridge. 

* Taulc, All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
'But PoYcr caille : London hath received, 
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Like a kind hoft, the Dauphin and his powers. 

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 

To offer fervice to your enemy ; 

^nd wild amazement hurries up and dowQ 

The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K, John. Would not my Lords return to me again. 
After they -heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Faulc, They found hira dead) and caft into tlic 
flreets, ' 
An empty caficet, where the jewel, life. 
By fome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K. John, That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Faulc, So on my foul he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad I 
Be great in afl, as you have been in thought : 
Let not the. world fee fear and fad diftruft 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be ftirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten tlie tiyeat'ner, and -outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : fo (hall inferior. eyes, 
That borrow their behaviours from the great. 
Grow great by your example, and pat on 
The dauntlefs fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the god of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field ; 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring confidence. 
What, fhall they feek the lion in his den, 
And fright him there \ and make him tremble there ? 
Oh, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors ; > 
And grapple with him ere he come fo nigh. 

K, John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with mCjj 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath promised to difmifs the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Faulc. Oh inglorious league ! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 
Send fair-ptay-orders, and make cornpromifc, 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce. 
To arms invafive ? fhall a beardlefs boy, 
-A cockered, filken wanton brave our fields. 
And fl-eih his fpirit in a warlike foil, 
G g 2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



5^* King John. Ad r*' 

Mocking the air with colours idly fpread. 

And find no check ? Let us, my Liege, to arms : * 

Perchance the Cardinal can't make your peace ; 

Or if he do, let it at leaft be faid. 

They faw we had a purpofe of defence » 

K, John, Have thou the ordering of this prefent time. 

Faulc. Away then, with good courage ; yet I know 
Our party may well meet a prduder foe. \_Exeunf. 

SCENE n. Changes to the Dauphin^ s camp. 

Enter i in armsy Lewis, Salifbury, Melun, Pembroke^ 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 

Lenvis. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out. 
And* keep it fafe for our remembrance : 
Return the prefident to thefe Lords again. 
That having our fair order written down. 
Both they and we, perufing o'er thefe notes. 
May know wherefore we took the factament. 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

SaL Upon our fides it never fhall be broken* 
And, Noble Dauphin, albeit we fwear 
A voluntary zeal and unurg'd faith 
To your proceedings ; yet Believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a fore of time 
Should feek a plainer by contemn'd revolt ; 
And heal th' invetrate canker of one wound. 
By making many. Oh, it grieves my foul. 
That I muftdraw this metal from my fide 
To be a widow-maker : oh, and there. 
Where honourable refcue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salifbury. 
But fuch is the infection of the time. 
That, for the health and phyfic of our rights 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ftern injuftice, and confufed wrong. * . 

And is't not pity, oh, my grieved friends 1 
That we the fons and children of this ifle. 
Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this. 
Wherein we ftq) after a ftranger-march 
Upon her gentle bofom, and fill up 
Her enemies ranks ? (I muft withdi*aw and weep 
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Upon the fpot of this enforced caufe) ;' 

To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And foMow unacquainted colours Jiere ? 

What, here ? O nation, that thou could'il remove ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about, 

Would bear tliee from the knowledge of thyfelf^ 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan fhore ! 

Where thefe two ChriUian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to fpend it fo unneighbourly, 

jL<?-a;/x. A noble temper doll thou fhew in this 5 
And great afFeftion, wreliling in thy bofom. 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. 
Oh, what a noble combat haft thou* fought^ 
Between compulfion, and a brave refpe(^t I 
Let me wipe oflF this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks^ 
•* My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
** Being an ordinary inundation : 
'* But this efFufion of fiich manly drops, 
*• This fhowV blown up by tempeft of the fbuf^ 
•' Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazT 
•* Than had I feen the vaulty top of heav'a 
'* Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors," 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salifbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm^ 
** Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes, 
" That never faw the giant .worM enrag'd ; 
** Nor met with fortune, other than at feafts, 
*' Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gofitpping."" 
Come, come; for thou flialt thruft thy hand as deep 
Into the purfe of rich profperity. 
As Lewis himfelf ; fo,. Nobles, fliall.you alF, 
Tliat knit your fiiiews to the ftrength of mine^ 

SCENE HL £;;/6'r Pandulplv 

And even there methinks an angel fpeeds \ 

Looli where the holy Legate comes apace, 

To give us warrant from the hand of heav'nv - 

And on our actions fet the name of riglit 

With holy breath. 

• Pand, Kail, Noble Prince of France.!! 
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The next is this. King John hath rcconcil'd 

Himfelf to Rome ; his fpirit is come in. 

That fo ftood out againft the holy church. 

The great metropolis and fee of Rome. 

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up. 

And tame the favagc fpirh of wild War ; 

That, like a lion fofter'd up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of Peace ; 

And be no further harmful than in fhew^ 

Leiuis, Your Grace (hall pardon me, I will not back* 
I am too high-bern to be propertied. 
To be a fecondary at controul ; 
Or ufeful ferving-man, and inftrument, 
To any fovereign ftate throughout the world. 
Your breath firft kindled the dead coal of war. 
Between this chaftis*d kingdom and myfelf. 
And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire;. 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out. 
With that fame weak wind which inkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acc^uainted me with int'refl to this land ; 
Y'ea, ' thruft this enterprife into my heart; 
And come you now to tell me John hath made 
His peace with Rome ? 'what is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine. 
And now it is half-conquer'd, muft I back, 
Becaufe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's flave ? what penny hath Rome barne^ 
What men provided^ jvhat-munition fent. 
To underprop this a£tion ? Is 't not I 
That undergo this charge ? who elfe but I, 
And fuch as to my claim are liable. 
Sweat in this bufinefs, and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard thefe iflanders (hout out, 
Vive Ic Roy ! as I have bank'd their tqwns ? 
Have I not here the beft^ cards for the game. 
To win this eafy match, play'd for a crown ? 
And Paall I now give o'er the yielded fct I 
No, on my foul, it never fhiill be faid. 

PaKci, You look but on the outfide of thfs work* 
lit'jjj, Qiitfide or infldc;, I •viil not-^ retujn^ \ 
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Till my attempt fo much be glorified. 

As to my ample hope was promifed. 

Before I drew this gallant head of war, 

And cuird thefe fiery fpirits from the world. 

To outlook conqueft, and to win renown 

Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 

\Trumpet founds. 
What lufty trumpet thus doth fummon us ? 

SCENE IV. Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faulc, According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience. I*am fent to fpeak. 
My holy Lord of Milain, from the King. 
I come to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you anfwer, I do know the fcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dauphin is too wilful-oppofite. 
And will not temporize with my intreaties. 
Helflatly fays he'll not lay down his arms. 

Fatdc. By all the blood that ever fury breath 'd. 
The youth fays well. Now hear our Englifh King; 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me. 
He is prepa&M ; and reafon too he fhould. 
This apifh and unmannerly approach, 
This harnefs'd mafic, and unadvifed revel. 
This unhaird faucinefs and boyifh troops. 
The King doth fmile at ; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfifh war, thefe pigmy-arms. 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the flrength, ev'n at your door. 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells; 
To crouch in litter of your flable-planks ; 
To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chefl:s and trunks; 
To herd with fwirte ; to feek fweet fafety out. 
In vaults and prifons ; and to thrill, and fhakc, 
Ev*n at the crying of our nation's crow. 
Thinking his voice an armed Englifhman : 
Shall that vi(5lorious hand be feebled here. 
That in your chambers gave you chaflifcment > 
. No ; know, the gallant monarch is in arms; 
And, like an eagle o*sr his aiery, tow'rs> 
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To foufe annoyance that comes near his neft. 

And yoa degen'rate, you ingrate revolts, 

You bloody Nero's, ripping up the wonib 

Of your de.ir raothtr EngUnil, blufh for fharae* 

For your own bdics, and palc-vifag'd maids, 

Lik.e Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 

Their thimbles into armed gantlets change. 

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts' 

To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Le^is. There end thy brave, and turn thy face m. 
peace ; 
TVe grant thou canfl outfcold us ; fare thee weU^ 
We hold our time too precious to be fpcut 
With fuch a babler. 

Pand, Give me leave to fpeak. 

Faulc, No, I will fpeak. 

Len.v/s. We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reft, and our being here. 

Faulc, Indeed your drums being l>eaten, will cry out; 
And fo {liall you, being beaten. Do but ftart 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac*d, 
That fiiall reverberate all as loud as thine* 
Sound but another, and another fliall. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin*s ear, 
And mock the decp-mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate here. 
Whom he hath lis'd rather for fport than need) 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead fits 
A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office is this day 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French, 

Lenvis, Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Faulc, And ^thou (halt find it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. l^EKeunf. 

^ SCENE V. Changes to a field of battle. 

Alarms, E?iter King John and Hubert. 

K, John. How goes the day with q^? oh, tell mci 

Hubert. 
Huh. Badly, I fear; how fares your.Majefty \ . 
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AT. John, This fever that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lies heavy on me : oh, my heart is fick ! 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff, My Lord, your valiant kinfman, Faulconbridge, 
Defires your Majefty to leave the field; 
And fend him word by me which way you go. 

K, John, Tell him, towards Swinftead, to the abbey 
there. 

Meff. Be of good comfort ; for the great fupply 
That was expected by the X>auphin here. 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands.' 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now j 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. 

K. John, Ah me ! this tyrant fever burns me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on tow'rd Swinftead ; to my litter ftrait ; 
Weaknefs pojGTefleth me, and I am faint. [^Exeunt* 

SCENE VL Changes to the French camp. 
Enter SdXi^hMxyy Pembroke, andBigoU 

Sal, I did not, think the King fo ftor*d with friend*. 

Pemb* Up once again ; put fpirit in the French. 
If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too. 

Sal, That mifbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day. 

Pemb. They fay King John, fore fick, hath left the 
field. 

Enter Melun, tjjounded, 

Melun. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal, When we were happy, we had other names. 

Pettib, It is the Count Melun. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Melun, Fly, noble EngUfh, you are bought and fold ; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welcome home again difcarded faith. 
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the Frjnch be lords of this loud day. 
He means to recompenfe the pains you take, 
By cutting off your heads j thus hath he fwom^ 
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I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the altar at St Edmondioury ; 
Ev'n on that altar, where we fwore to you 
Dear amity and everlafting love. 

Sal. May this be poflible ! may this be true ! 

Melun, Have 1 not hideous death within my view? 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds avay, ev'n as a form of wax 
Rtfolveth from its figure 'gainft the fire ? 
What in the world fhould make me now deceive. 
Since I muft lofe the ufc of all deceit ? 
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true, 
That I mufl die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forfworn, if e*er thefe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the eail. 
But ev'n this night, whofe black contagious breath 
Already fmokes about the burning creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied fun, 
Ev'n tliis ill night, your breathing fliall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives* 
If Lewis by your afliflance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King } 
The love of him, and this refpedl befides, 
(For that my grandfire was an Engliihman), 
Awakes my confcience to confefs all this. ' 
In. lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace ; and part this body and my foul> 
With contemplation and devout defires. 

SaL We do believe thee ; and befhrew my foul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this moil fair occafion, by the which 
We will untread the fleps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood. 
Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe, 
Stoop low within thofe bounds we have o'erlook'd. 
And calmly run on in obedience 
Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King j€hn. 
My arm fhall give thee help to bear thee hence* 
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For I do fee the cruel pangs of death 
Pight in thine eye. Away, my friends ; new flight ; 
And happy newnefs tJiat intends old right. 

lExeuHt, leadifig off Mclun. 

SCENE VIL 

Changes to a different part of the Trench camp. 
Enter Lewis, and his train. 

Le^is. The fun of heav'n, methought, was loth to (^t^ 
But ftaid, and made the weftern welkin blufli ; 
When th* Englilli meafur'd backward their own^ground 
In faint retire : oh, bravely came we off. 
When with a volley of our needlefs fiiot. 
After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night ; 
And wound our tatter *d colours clearly up, 
Laft in the field, and almoft lords of it ! — • 

Enter a Miffenger." 

Meff, Where is my Prince, the Dauphin ? 

Le^ois, Here; what news ? 

Meff. The Count Melun is flain; the Engllfli Lords 
By his perfuaCon are again fall'n off; 
And your fupply, which you have wifh'd fo long. 
Are caft away, and funk on Goodv/in fands. 

Le<vjis, Ah foul J fhrewd news ! Befhrew thy very heart ; 
I did "not think to be fo fad to-night. 
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King John did fly, an hour or two before 
The fcamblin^ night did part our weary powers ? 

Me'lf. Whoever fpoke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Leivis. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to- 
night ; 
The day fliall not be up fo foon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE vm. 

yfn open place in the'' neighbourhood of Snuinjiead ahhey. 
Enter Faulconbridge and Hubert fever ally. 
/fi<^. Who's there? fpeak,>o ! fpeak quickly, or I 
flioot. 
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Faulc, A friend. What art thou ? 

huh. Of the part of England. 

Faulc* And whither dod thou go ? 

//tt^. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affairs. 
As well as thou of mine ^ 

Faulc. Hubert, I think. 

Hub, Thou haft a perfect thought : 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well. 
WiKo art thou ? 

Faulc. Who thou wih ; and, if thou pleafe, 
Tht)u may'ft befriend me fo much, as to think, 
I come- one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance.! tKou and eyelefs night. 
Have done me fhame ; brave foldier, pardon me. 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Faulc, Come, come; fans compliment^ what news 
abroad ? 

Huh, Why here walk I, in the black brow of night. 
To -find you out, 

Faulc, Brief then : and what's the news ? 

Hub, O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the night ; 
Black, fearful, comfortlels, and horrible. 

Faulc. Shew me the very wound of this ill news ; 
I am no woman, I '11 not fwoon ai it. 

Huh, The King, I fear, is poifon'd by a monk : 
I left him alraoft fpeecWefs, and broke out 
T* acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The Uetter arm you to the fudden time. 
Than if you had at leifure known of this. 

Faulc^ How did he take it ? who did tafte to him ? 
• Huh, A monk, I tell you ; a refolved villain, 
Whofe bowels fiiddenly burft out i the King 
let fpeaks ; and, peradranture, may recover. 

Faulc, Who didft thou leaVe to tend his Majefty > 

Huh^ Why, know you not ? the Lords are all c6mc 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; [back. 
At whofc requeft the King hath pardoned them, 
And they are all about his lV-ajei"l:y. 

Fr.tiLc* With-hald ihinc indlo^r.cition, ra'^hty heav'n i 
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Axid. tempt us not to bear above our power, 

I '11 tell thee, Hubert, half my pow'rs this night 

Pa/Eng ihefe flats, are taken by the tide ; 

Thefe Lincoln wafhes have devoured them ; 

Myfelf, well mounted, hardly have efcaped. 

Away before : . conduct me to the King j 

I doubt he will be dead or e*er I come. \jEx€unt^ 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to the^ orchard in Snuinjiead uhhey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salifljury, and Bigot. 

Henry, It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touch 'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which, fome fuppofe, the fouPs frail dwelling-houfe) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

P^w3. His Highnef? yet doth fpeak, and holds be- . 
That, being brought into the open air, [lief. 

It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poifon which aflaileth him. , 

Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here, 
' Doth he ftill rage ? ' 

Pemh. He is more patient ^ 
Than when you left him ; even now he fung, 

Henry. O vanity of ficknefs ! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward partsj 
Leaves them infenfible ; his fiege is now 
Againft the mind ; the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ftrange fantafies ; 
Which, in their throng, and prefs to that laft hold. 
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death fliould 

fing : 

I^m the cygnet to this pale, faint fwan. 
Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death • 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fmgs 
His foul and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal, Be of good comfort. Prince : for you are bom 
Vol. m, H h 

V 
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To fct a form upon that indigeft. 

Which fie hath left fo (hapeleTs and fo rude* 

^^f^g Jo^n hrought in. 

K. John, Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room » 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is fo hot a fummer in my bofom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to duft : 
-I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I ihrink up, 

Henry. How fares your Majefty ? 

K, John, Poifon'd, ill fare \ dead, forfook, caft off;. 
*• And none of you will bid the winter come 
** To thruft his icy fingers in my maw ; 
** Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe 
** Through my burn'd bofom : nor intreafthe north 
** To make "his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
*' And comfort me with cold." I aik not^much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are fo ftrait. 
And fo ungrateful^ you deny me that. 

Henry, Oh, that there were fome virtue in my^tears^ 
That might relieve you ! 

AT. John, The fait of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there; the poifott 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 

SCENE X. £»i^^r-FaulcDnbridgc, 

Faulc, Oh ! I am fcalded with my violent motion^ 
And fpleen of fpeed to fee your MajeHy. 

K, John, Oh ! coi^fin, thou ait come to fet mine eye s 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt ; 
And all the (hrowds wherewith my life fhould fail> 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by> 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod. 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faulc. The Dauphin is preparing hitherwarJ, 
Wliere heaven he knows how we fhajl anfwer hiitt* 
For, ia a night, the beft part of my power,. 
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As 1 upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the wafhes, all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. \The King diet. 
Sal, You breathe thefe dead new« in as dead an ear t 
My Liege ! my Lord ! — but now a King — noW thus. 
Henry, Ev'n fo muft I run on, and ev'n fo flop*. 
Faulc, An thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind^ 
To do the office for thee of revenge : 
And then my foul ihall wait on thee to heav'n. 
As it on earth hath been thy ferrant fHli. 
Now, naw, you ftars, that move in your bright fpheres,' 
Where be your pow'rs ? fhew now your mended taiths. 
And inftantly return with me again. 
To pufh deftruftion and perpetual fhame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 
Strait let us feek, or ftrait we fhall be fought j 
The Dauphin rages at Our very heels, 

Sal, It feems you know not then io much as wc : 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour (ince came from the Dauphin ; 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace. 
As we with honour and refped may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this war. 

Faulc, He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Ourfelves well finewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath difpatch'd 
To the fea-fide, and put his caufe and quarrel 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal : 
With whom yourfelf, myfelf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet^ this afternoon will poft 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. 

Faulc, Let it be fo ; and you, my Noble Prince^ 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd. 
Shall wait upon your father's fimeral. 

Henry. At Worcefler mufl his body be iaterr*d> - 
For fo he will'd it. 

Faulc, Thither fhall it then. 



- and cv*n fb ftop. 



What furcty of the world, what hope, what flay^ 
V^hen this wa; now a King, and now 15 claj? 
F$uk, Art thou gone i^ I &f. 
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And happily may your fwect felf put on 
The lineal ilate, and glory of the land I 
To whom, with all fubmiflion on my knee« 
I do bequeath my faithful fervices. 
And true fubjedtion everlailingly. 

Sat. And the like tender of our love we make. 
To refl without a fpot for evermore. ^ 

Henry, I have a kind foul, that would give you thanks^ 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faulc, Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been before-hand with our griefs. 
Thus England never did, nor never fhall. 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it firil did help to wound itfelfl 
Now thefe her princes are come home again. 
Come the three corners of the world in arras, 
And we ftiall fhock them I — Nought fliall make us rue. 
If England to itfelf do reft but true. [Exeunt omncs^ 
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